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to THE 



AUTHOR OF WAVERLEY. 



I. 

Oh, ikon, in whom the magic wand of art^ 
'< By Trnth^ and fasiy Fiction dreto'd/'-Hrespires,*-^ 

A eonstellation of the immortal paM 
Of Nature's essence, springing from the fites 

Which Genius radiated round the human heart ;— 
In whose enchanting page, the world admires 

That brightest treasure of creation's dower. 
O'er which the soul presides, thron'd in etherial power :«- 
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II. 



Grants in the splendour of thy fame^ that one 

Approaching^ as a vassal to his lord^ 
May here repeat the praise^ which thou hast won 

From Earthy in its harmonious accord ; — 
And tho' his numbers^ as a lamp i' the sun 

Wane^ in th' effulgent brightness thou hast pour'd^ 
Making thy lore^ one galaxy of lights 
Still must he turn to that, where l(^tiest charms invite : 



lit 



Where gorgeous Chivalry attracta the gam 

Empanoplied in all the pride of state^ 
Beviv'd by thy imagination's rays 

With all the pomp that Genius ean ereate,— - 
TiU Fancy seems enehanted to the days 

When Valour's soul encountering its fate 
In single striftj^ sought Triumph's bright renown^ 
^Vhilst Beauty's hand adom'd the victor with his crown ! 
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IV. 



N(Hr 1608 admir'4» when e'«r thy tfative dime 
That ipirit iio?ei!B with Fromethent power> 

Re-kindling from tiie memoiy of Time> 
Eaeii farmer fpell of an ImpofliDg liaur ; 

And with tiie gra]id>-<--the j^itteri]ig^---4Jlie 8iililime> 
Wit, Grace, and Beanif, lightinf up the bower. 

Which Taate adjusting with sorpasaing f^ow. 
Confirms tiie^ proudlf aa^-Ae TaRmmm, fadow ! 



V. 



The arch of Seience, in its stmcture grand. 
Commands the wonder of inquiring eyes. 

But when the power of Genius with his wand 
Turns it to one vast Iris of the sides. 

Where every haey--^e beautiful— the bland. 
And brilliant, charm our beaming faculties, 

Ev'n comprehension's sel^ sinks far behind. 
Before this gloriously arch'd meteor of the mind. 
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Whence sprang the breathing eloquence of thought^ 
Which gives the many colour'd Ec«iies theii force ; 

For intellect with feebler talent fraught. 
Astounds, in pondering o'er that mighty eourcej 

Which, as a sweeping cataract, has brought 

Such gather'd strength, and grandeur in its course, 

Where shines, that arc of beauty o'er the whole. 
Making the scene one bright effulgence of the soul. 

VII. 



All this is thine,— and more, if lervour could 
Embody words, into the meed of praise,— 

But Time alone, upon its boundlesB flood. 
Can the true altar to thy honours raise; 

When we, its pilgrims, 'neath Obhvion's hood 
Have psBs'd away with all the humbler maze. 

Thy name, emhlazon'd 'midst earth's high compeers. 
Shall wear the garland bright, of Fame's immortal years 1 
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VIII. 

The heart electrifies at 8hakeiqpeare's name. 
And all things mingled with his mighty lot. 

Partake a brilliant hido, from his fame ; 
The lifjbt oiGemoB, consecrates the spot ;•— 

And such the giflb, each olijeot now, mMf daim^ 
Revivified,-r^litn^er the wand «f B**^ 

Hath, with the inoantation of his mind, 
(As Avon's bard bestow'd,) its memory enshrin'd. 



IX. 



Faint are my powers, for such ennobled themes ; — 
Thrill ye, my harp-strings, with congenial fire ! 
Assist me. Poesy, if yet thy beams. 

Will shower their incense, on an earthly lyre ; 
At such a shrine,— -lo ! Admiration teems 

With all the buoyant fervour of desire,— 
Whikt Fancy, in its inspiration kneels. 
And pleads th' imperfect praise, with which its power ap- 
peals. 



18 TO THE AUTHOR OF WAVERLEY. 



f 



X. 



Within the mygteries of Time> were hid 
Those costly treasures of Romance^— -when^ lo ! 

The spell of Genius^ rais'd the secret Hd^ 
And dazzled Earth with their resplendent g)ow> 

And pil'd that golden^ gioriooa pyramid 
Of an immortal fahric^— -which altho' 

Rear'd on the earthy is destin'd to arisei^ 
And o'er all former art^ soar loftiest in the skies ! 



TBI 



FALL OF CONSTANTINOPLE. 



IN TWO CANTOS. 




Amdvqsx ihe varieties and vidsiitudes of time, ttae decline and bH 

of empirea, — [lie disorders of militaiy despotism, »nd the revohi- 
tiona and usurpniioaa of states, nothing, perbap4, forces itEclf m 
(trongly on the mind, in the perusal of the history of mankind, 
than the Fall or CoHstAHTiNorLi, and the subversion of tlic Ro- 
man Empire and its Cn^aars, after her long struggle through all 
the changes and chances of the world, — a scene, as the empLatic 
Gibbon describes, the most anful, and perhaps ibe greatest in the 
Ustor; of mankind. A melancholy reflection of the inst»bility of ' 
human greatness crosses Ibe mind in viewing its fate, and which 
did not even escape the remnik of the stem Mahomet himself M 
he passed along the august, but desolate mansions of an hundred 
successors of the great Constantine, after his capture of the city, 
and could not refrain from repeating this elegant distich frDm 
Persian Poetry, — " The spider lialh wove bis web in the imperiai 
palace, and the owl hath suiig her watch-song on the tower of 
Afrasiab." 

In the eontcmplBtion of such a subject, the mind is led to con- 
I trast the decline and fall of one state with tliatof aoother, andcar- 
' ried consequently to a review of the former periods of history ; and 
thus it is, that Constantinople on the shores of Greece,— that 
Greece, so glorious in the early annals of the world, leads imagi. 
nation back under the spell of its mighty name, to track itself along 
the paths of time, commencing with tlie 



wheD Rome, the second bulwark of 



i for iU heroes and it 






hBges; 
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TB£ AROU]tt£NT. 

SBSocmte or glory, with Greece, in ihe memory of mankind, next 
icizes on the attenCion ; Rome, and her coosula, — Rome, and her 
Ca;9ari !^4nd, lastly, the remOTnl of the seal of empire to the 
shores of the Fropontis, under the genius end auspices of the great 
Cotxuntine; but as the Fall of Constantinople, and the eiti 
lion of so great a state, naturally impresses most fatcioiy v 
the false hopes of all sublunary grandeur, our final ideas oa each 
are naturally drawn to a teroiinatioo in the suhjugalion of Crecc 
under the power of Philip of Macedon, with the decline of Ron 
under tlie degeneracy and luxury of bet emperors, and by the fall 
of the Eastern Empire at last, under the overwhelming torrent of 
her Mahometan invaders ; glancing at that happy era for the slate 
of mankind, when Cliristionity arose ; and subsequently, ti 
riod when the great Constanline embraced that faith, and led her 
triumphantly to tlie shrine of St Sophie. 

The establish ment of the crowu and creed of Mabomet on th 
Ehores of Europe, conclude our conBemplation of the subject ; 
period, inglorious to the eflorte of Europe's offspring, who mjglit, 
at t!|o time, by their united effarls, have crushed the hydra of Ma« 
tiometaoism. The lust Constantinc proved liimself worthy of as- 
■ociation n-jth the fame of the first ; he fell manfully in defending 
the religion and liberties of his land, and it is only to bi 
that he did not find a greater number of friends in his adversitf,- 
and a more fortunate terminatian id ihe glorious attempt to maia- 
tain his throne, and liberate bis country. 

But, for the further elucidation of the following Poem, it may, 
perhaps 1>c necessary to give a short historical account of the ei 
which led to, and attended tlie Fall of Constantinople. AmurMb, 
the Turkish Sultan, died in 1450, and was succeeded by his si 
Mohamined. In the beginning of his reign, he entered into an e 
liance with Constantine, and pretended a great desire to live 
friendship with him, and the other Christian princes ) but no soon 
had he put an end to a war, in nhich he was engaged with Ibrahii 
king of C'araniania, tlian ht built a strong fort on the European 
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side of the Bosphorns, opipdsite to another in Aila, in both of whieh', 
be placed strong garrisons. These two castlea commanded th« 
straita, and the former being but five miles from the dtf , kept it 
in a manner blocked up. This soon produced a misundentandilig 
between him and the empcior, which ended in die siege of the dty. 
The siege was long and difficult; but a mutiny breaking oot 
among the Turkish soldiers, Mohammed was induced, by the ad- 
vice of Zagan, one of his officers, and an irreconcileable enemy to 
the Christian name, to lead his army to a general assault, with a 
promise to abandon the city, to be plundered by them. The de- 
sire of plunder, soon got the better of that fear which had seized the 
Turkish army, and they unanimously desired to be led to the at- 
tack. The assault began at three in the morning, on Tuesday the 
29th of May ; such troops were first employed as the Sultan valued 
least, and designed them for no other purpose than to tire the 
Christians, who made prodigious havock of that disorderly multi- 
tude. After the carnage had lasted some hours, the Janizaries, and 
others fresh troops advanced in good order, and renewed the at- 
tack with incredible vigour. The Christians summoning all their 
courage and resolution, twice repulsed the enemy, but being in the 
end spent, were no longer able to stand their ground, so that the 
enemy, in several places, broke into the dty. However, the em- 
peror, attended by a few of the most resolute among the nobility, 
still kept his post, striving with unparallded resolution, to oppose 
the multitude of barbarians, who now bioke in from every quarter. 
But being in the end overpowered by numbers, and seeing all his 
friends lying dead on the ground, '' What,** cried he aloud, " is 
there no Christian alive to strike off my head ?** He had scarcely 
uttered these words, when one of the enemy, not knowing him, 
gave him a deep cut across the face with his sabre, and, at the same 
time, another coming behind him, with a blow, on the back part'of 
the head, laid him dead on the ground. 

Aflter the death of the emperor, the few Christians that were 
alive, betook themselves to flight ; and the Turks, meeting with no 
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further opposition, entered the dty, which they filled with blood 
ftnd slaughter. They gave no quarter, but put all to the sword, 
without distinction. After the expiration of three days, Moham- 
med commanded his soldiers to forbear all further hostilities on 
pain of death, and thus put an end to as cruel a pillage as any 
mentioned in history. The next day he made his public and trium- 
phal entry into Constantinople, and chose it for the seat of the 
Turkish Empire, which it has continued to be ever since. 



CONTENTS OF CANTO I. 

Greece, her fcurmer fame and fireecUnn,— her tuliiiugation under Philip of Maoe- 
don,— Rome, her consular greatneM,-^er Emperors, and degfioeney by their 
luxury,— rise of Christianity,— C<mstantine the Great,— removal of the seat of 
Empire to Bysantium,— remarks on the Fall of States. 



THE 

FALL OF CONSTANTINOPLE, 



CANTO I. 



I. 

Immortal Ga£ECZ^<-»the Aonian Muses sang. 
Whilst yet the triumphs of a worid were young !— 
Immortal Greece !"-Hstill later minstrels sing. 
Which Time's far echoes thro' the heaven's vault ring ! 
Ting'd with the golden ray of Glory's light. 
Which makes the past in memory purely bright, 
£v'n as some planet of yon starry sphere. 
Which from the dawn of worlds, illumined here 
The face of natuie with its beauteous beam ; 
So, thy bright spirit, glowing with the dream 
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Of fonner splendour^ vivifies the bouI 
With days^ when Reason knelt at Freedom's goal ; 
When {»roud Olympus rose, — ^the seat of Jove, — 
And every cloud-capt height which tower'd above^ 
Some Deity enthron'd,—- 'tOl each bright spot 
Was h^ow'd round by an immortal lot : 
Land of the Gods ! let Fancy still renew 
The glorious vision in its loveliest hue,— • 
Let Hope rekindle from thy fame, its fires, 
'£re Freedom's last exhausting spark expires. 
And Genius soar, triumphant o'er each scene. 
To tell a tottering world, what thou hast been ! 

IL 

Lo, on the wing of Sdence, reason soars 
To gasse;,— 4o glow at thy immortal shores, — 
Where from FaxnasBuar^Fooaf'B high font. 
To classic HeHoon,— -the Muse's haunt/— 
Down, where Ilissus^ sweetly murmuring flows. 
And Tempe's vale with SuBimer's fr^g^ance glows ; 
Or where yon marble columns strew the soil, 
Alas, become mankind's nnhaUoVd spoil. 
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Whmn fam'd Athena^ devastated rears 

Her discrown'd hea^ Learning,— to claim thy tears : 

There^ too^ she pauses^ on some heart-felt theme^ • 

And paints the saored groves of Academe ; 

Raises her hfow> majestic at the thought 

Where Solon sentmeed^ and wh^ne Nato tangiity*-* 

And Learnings bursting from primeval TiBe> 

Stood up> enthron'd with Liberty 8ttblime» 

Or^ where the sterner glories of the land. 

Bid Nature's soul to Honour's shouts expand. 

When Freedom rus'd her banner with a strain 

Of fervent joy/ on Marathona's plain ; 

Stood up, and shook her tresses, to the three 

Immortal hundred, at Thermopyla ;-— 

O'er se^fam'd Salamis, her splendours shed ; 

And heroes brave, who at Platea bled :— < 

Theses Memory hails, with energy divine. 

And o'er each sacred nte, uproars a shrine. 

For Man to homage with devoted praise ; 

MHliere Triumph showers its most resplendent rays. 

And War itself redeems the fiery glow. 

Which laid with blood-stained hands, its victims low. 
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IIL 

EnnoUed IflDid ! whidi Fancy's dveuncprolaftgiy 
'The son of agete^ and the aoul of aong ; 
'Whose patriot theoMB iB hiatorjr^a pafe^soafBfls'd^ 
Inspire the loftiest thoughts in mankind's breast ; 
Whose heroes arm'd with Liberty's t»ri|^t sword^^ 
Knelt at her altars^ and her laws ador'd. 
And daring all^ awoke the battle strain, 
Smil'd at Death's pangs, and sunk upon the plain ; 
Tho' o'er thee, Freedcnn now, lets fidi its sigh. 
And says, '^ Behold the grave of Liberty ;" 
And Glory with a melancholy smile. 
Leans o'er each fane and desolated pile ; 
Tho' round the Delphian diSfat eyermore 
Sad Ruin treads the solitary shore. 
And turban'd strangers climb the s^p divine. 
Where sat Apollo, and the heavenly Nine :— - 
Still, still must Earth, as to a meteor bright^ 
Turn its o'er-wondering gaxe, and with the light 
From Fame's, from Freedom's, Wisdom's^ Beauty's, shrine, 
^E^xclaim, '^ The soul's full adoration's thine ;" 
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Atnd as day's beauteous oib, whose lieay'sdy ny^ 

Have sunk from Ns|»ive^i ^aamiatod gaze^ 

Yet^ which in one wGa^g&ak flood oflig^ 

Gave its exghAag glance to mortal eighty 

I^eaving an »we-4tnidc world to own its power^ 

And sigh to lose the captiraiing hour. 

Which Grace and Beauty marked with hues sublinie;. 

Upon the varying, Fivid, arch of Time : 

Thus, on the soul, thy luemory deeply giews. 

And wakes a feeling, which is not lefoae. 

But an o'er mastering sympathy which draws. 

The tender tribute of the heart's a^kuse. 

Which Eartii to view again may vainly crave 

Of all, once brilliant, beautiful, and brave. ^ 

IV. 
And must we pause ii^ tiiis enraptured theme, 
To hear sad Memory si^, '^ 'tis now a dream !" 
Does tyrant Time, thus swe^ its scythe aiong^ 
Nor spares Ihe beauteous, nor upholds the strong ? 
Strikes from the earth all joyanoe, save the vain 
Anthem of Hope, who smiles for such again. 
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Kindles her Iris^ 'midst the awful storm^ 
And shews her fairy captivating fbrm^ . 
To leave another w^ht on human woe^ 
And view all mortal tears^ more deeply flow ? 
Su<^ is Earth's lot ;«— Behold^ in honour strongs 
Devoted Greece^ nprais'd the battle song ; 
And Freedom^ wildly rallying round the land> 
Saw its bright torch displa/d in every hand ; 
The hour was como, and awful was the cry^ 
When Macedonia war^'d with Liberty; 
^ut sadder still the minstrel in his strain^ 
Who wept for Greece on Cheronea's plain^ 
Saw^ years of splendour delug'd there with gloom^ 
And Freedom's altars tum'd into its tomb ! 

/ 

Pale with affiight^ — lo ! Liberty now stood 
With tear-bewilder'd eye> and suppliant mood^-^ 
And as the God of war had now assign'd. 
That victor's son^ * the empire of mankind^ 
Mournful she pray'd^-— ah^ what would he fulfil^ 
Who wept for want of worlds to conquer stiU f 

« AJezander the Great, 
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From the streVd embers^ wkere her last hopes lay> 
Warm to her bre«8t».qbe cai^t one kntlient my, 
^read he^rJ&ir piaieiM fervently to soa|! 
And light her loot^qM en J^aHa's shove ;«— 
Oh, who shall aek if she there found a iiome ? 
Does not Earth vibrate at the souiid of *^ Rome !'^ 
Dwells not hright iKoBoar, on that tale of yeais, 
MHien Brutus dai^d-be just» and hid his teazs : 
IVhen Jusdod in a sire> mark'd Truth's decree. 
And Patriotism shouted, '^ Rome be free I" 

Sounds of twill-glory in the voioe of Tine^-« 
Immortal spell-words, thro' eaish varying elime ; 
Tho' Greece, the eUer^bom may justly daim 
The first warm tributes of uqdyiitg f asie j-*- 
Behold, her hand oixkstzetch'd to shaie venown> 
And lend, in turn to flome, her laui«l crown ; 
Her beauteous form, now wreatiis Hie flowery band^ 
And twines the gaxlai^L with a 4SHs^r ]|a»d,— - 
Links in the graceful fold, Italia's arms. 
And, lo ! a world stands raptur'd at their charms ! 
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VL 

Now^ whove the Tiber rolls its sweeping tide^ 

And seven-hill'd City stands in. solemn pride^— • 

Lo ! Freedom waves her banner in the wind^ 

And sees a champion in each mighty mind ; 

Elate^ with dignity avows her reign. 

Whilst the proud Forum echoes back the strain. 

Shades of the mighty and illustrious !— names 

Which stand oonfess'd in Freedom's page> and Fame's, 

Here was th' arena of your hopes and toil> 

The tree of Liberty enrich'd this soil ;— 

But not the Brutus' arm, which tore the pall 

Of bondage, and became the Mend of all ; — 

Not Sylla, mightiest 'midst the sons of war^ 

Who stood, first victor, in its battle car. 

And had o'ermaster'd Rome's most haughty foe. 

Till Valour's self stood Uench'd before his brow 3 

Not Gate's daring soul, — ^which freely gave 

Its nobler breath, rather than live a slave ; 

Nor all the eloquence which startled Rome 

^Then Tully folmii^'d thro' each classic dome :— < 
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Not these^ in freedom's cause most sternly great. 
Could save lier liberty from thraldom's state ; 
And that Triumvir, who saw no eclipse 
Of proud desire, 'yond Cleopatra's lips. 
Beheld her flying baric, with sails, unfurrd> 
Where,— "balane'd fate>-— a woman, or a world ! 
Lost in her smiles, on Actium's briny waves 
Stamp'd, Rome, the Cesar's, and its free-sons— s^ves. 

VII. 

Imperial Rome !— the mistress of the earth. 

Whom Freedom foster'd at thy early birth. 

Thy eagle now, soars with triumphant wings. 

And thro' tiilB idr, a shout to Ciesar rings i«— 

Now view the chariot of his regal sway. 

Now mark a nation crouching in his way ; 

Are these the haughty hands, whose daring blow. 

Laid the first Caesar's admirations low ? 

Behold what crowds the dose thronged streets combine^ 

Behold the pomp of the Capitoline, 

Behold the lictors with their torches' glare. 

Whilst Roman freedom leiids its homage there. 
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Imperial Rame^-*-4ier eagle's wing* unftni'^ 
She stands— the worth and wottder of tte wotldl 
Her Caesar's triumphil> haye no riral'S faaie> 
She shines^ a Fhcebus in its risen flame ; 
Now pride of pomp^ amf s her flushing Inreasi^ 
And Luxury's bright forniy a flattoing gftest^ 
Sits by her side^ and eoiuts her brilliant smiloi 
Luring her ey eiB^ with eadi 'penmasiv* wile. 
Lo ! hand in hand^ he leads her to the 8hrine> 
Nor Trajan's virtues^ nor an Antonine, 
Lending their counsel by example stiEoog^ 
Could turn her footsteps from the path along; 
But as some beauteous lair, whose heart o'er-wioiigfat 
With every bribe with which Loire can be boilf^ 
First lends her eyes to admixaticui warm. 
Till every feeling glows with Fancy's eharm, 
Clasp'd in the fond embraoe, by Ho^ caress'd, 
£namour'd sinks^ upon his treackereus breast 

VIL 
But^lo! a sun had risen in the Easty 
And the true gbry of the earth increas'd;?-* 



VALIi OF CONaTANTINOPLE. 37 

A herald of the hea;veii8,*->« itap-erewn'd gnide» 
To chainpion human wpesy. and tiint aside. 
The vengeance of the high Jehovah^ came> 
To save and succour those who h>y'd his name. 
The world had ilepfe in ^Jaiknesi^ and <the soul 
Tho' hoyerifi§^<^ near ifae eternal goal^ 
Of all-immortal GkvfrtiU-waned^dim: - 
The world had Gdep(tin<dariaie8S/«^not to Hkm 
Who carries Hope«nd Venifeanoe on hi8<hrow> 
Did the pure homage of his^^ people bowi— ^ . 
But it arose^-— a staar o£ liviog fiie^ 
Which soon O'er dimm'd> yet did not all ea^pire ; 
Succeeding yesre-liad seen the star^Mamsbiney 
Tho' tears and «alMin|pfleVd shmnd its dhrine ; 
But with the '^ st^ smatt voioe^" its votaries crept. 
And smil'd at Bope^ tho* Salem efthad wept. 
Tortur'd and t<»m by Persecution's rage. 
And bound by chains, and threats in vassalage ; 
Tho* all theClMwrs on theebrinehad trod. 
Still, stdll, it beam^di the beacon of a God,— ' 
It rose, the laad*mark of a power divine. 
Whose glory grac*d-thehand of OoQ8tantine,(i} 



38 FALL OF CONSTANTINOPLE*. 

And on Bynntiam*ft Bkwm, at length nntord. . . 
A lights whose fl^lendour should edipsethe worid* 

IX. 

Tis done,— 'neath St Sc^hiA'0 g^tteriAg domf > 
There^ hath the stricken deer now fmind a hmae i 
Mercy alights with seraphHMMoing wings^ 
And to the ark^ the sign 4)f promise briiigst 
On St Sophia's towers^ the star^heams shine, 
Andalltheair resounds with strains diyine; . 
There is the altar of eartl^'s hopes uprais'd, . 
And not Jove's incense, but Jehovah's j^rais'd ; 
There meek Religion now, her form unveilsi— • 
There Science spreads its ample swelling sails ; 
Faith crowns the spot, whilst Fame uprears the pile^ 
And every gift, glows forth with Naturals smile* 

X. 

Where the broad Euxine laves that fertile strand. 
And one long Summer, stretches forth its hand ; 
Where all the seasons have their pawers combin'd 
To calm the ruder temper of the wind,—* 



■# 



tALL OF CONSTANTINOPLE. 90 

And Winter oomes^ bat with sach softer grace. 
That warmth and 6iin«fihine Ugbten 1^ Iter &oe ; 
Not the stem wizard with her Tobe of white. 
To rule with storms, and doad the god of Light ; 
Bat a £Edr nymph, whose garb of Iris hoes, 
Cheers all the heart, and does her gills diffuse ; 
Leaps forth in smiles, and joins the jocond band,. 
Where Pan and Flora dance along the land. 
Who, lur'd by z^hyrs, (genial as the Hours 
Waft o'er the meads enamell'd there with flowers. 
When blae-eyed'Spring, steps forth with guttering vest. 
Hailing with transport every glowing breast) 
Come with the sparkling eye, and laughing mien. 
To tread the maaes of the ftagrant green :-«<• 
ITA^r? hath the greatness of one mind displayed . 
Grandeur, witii genius toilii^ in ita aid ;—« 
There hath true Glory, (from its mighty woml^ 
Pregnant with Taste,) dar'd emulate with JR4>me ; 
Laid the proodfiihrie of an empire's fame. 

And made its founder's an immortal claim 

To all, that Faitib and Wisdom could combine. 
To crown the lasting name <tf Constantine^ 
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XI. 
The western mm of CUory^ tiiat iiiipeacL'd»(9 
Had long shone forth the magnet of the worlds 
By gathering clouds now tfareaten'd inits.fii|^ 
Portentous of a long tempestumis tu^^ 
With lessening fl|deiidour> o'w the aiure skies 

« 

Darts forth. <Hie beam ofg^ory 'ere it dies j— ^ 
Whilst still its splendid halo's rays retain'd, 
Mark its proud ooursey altho' itself hath wan^d ;— * 
Such then it lives^ in Memory's mirror ghus'd. 
Amidst the gorgeous shadows of the past ; 
Amidst the fame of an expiring worlds 
Where all but Man to Chaos shall be hurl'd: 
For such the lot^ which Grandeur here must.know^ 
Time sweeps both pageant and the palace low >— 
Whilst the last guerdon^ which its worth obtains^ 
Is a release^ perchance>^om tyrant ehaios ! 

But o'er the Bast, where Greece. in former days 
Lent all its fame in one resplendent blaaei—* 
O'er that fair land^ the r^ion of the son^ 
Rich in the thoughts of what its face hay^ done« 
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]Briglit in the meaanaj of its former mxw. 

Whose chericdi'dgl<nref freedom ftill inspires ;^ - 

Mark yon tiara:nboye the waAer^e line, 

'Tia the enn6l4Bd.pile of Conetantine ; 

To her fair haUsy tiie «norld Its tribute poors. 

Whilst Faith and L^aming^ floorish round her shores. 

Fhic'd on a spot, which Nature (at the birth 

Of all the flowery) made Dden of the earth, 

Beauteous she stands, as in some stately grpve. 

Beaming with grace, is fix'd, the queen of Love; 

Whose polish'd arms, her glowing form invest, : : . 

And wants no charm, whidi lights not on her bre^« 



What mighty visions fill the w^deril)g eyes,— > 
What clouds of incense, mounting to the skies ; 
What bursts of homage from deep sound^ig choirs. 
Charm all the sense, around Byzantiuiu's spires I 
The new-bom wonder of the age, behold,r- . 
Whose halls are palaces, whose shrine^ are gold, 
Adom'd with all the costliness of art, 
Sxciting ad^diration in the beitrt ; . ; 
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She wants no splGndoiir,iinny tk^imgmoMJifQmt, 
('Midst the proud )Mi fima Bobyloa to Bome^) 
Blaeon'd afiir,-- for Sculpture'fl nigiitjr mmd 
Hath stamp'd her g^orj iritiiaf master iHUid ; 
She wants no grastness loftier ihanilieteiieir 
Which Christian pveoepts-nufligle witii henaame j 
All that was deem"*! nMga^SceaAjn'.gaa^ 
The honour'd goaidian'Of eaob SHfar^eetlandi 
Whose grateftd trU>9tes own faerfiift^ring fowisr. 
Till Concord swdk witii Mottphg ever^ innr : 
These are the gaerdons which the ^ites endow^ 
And what Greece was^ appears Bpamtiimi now i 
Ages recede^ and still in lofty state> 
A Cffisar's spell-word rules her mighty fate ; 
Amidst the tumnlts of a jai?ing w4>rld^ 
Where fierce Ambition with its flag nnforl'd^ 
And War, with iron mask nsorps a seat^ 
And stamps the Mood-red traces of its feet> 
Wliere civil faction undermiaes the way. 
Nor spares one horror to ensnare its prey ; 
Still do her fortunes hold the balance high, 
Tho' storms have thunder'd thro' her nativo sky^ 
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But the proud bavk^flMdl'il hyi n^fisng flood. 
That long the fury oftfao^rorgo ifithitood> 
And with her gateit ppowiiaAli fdoogii'd the^eas. 
And hounded 'nesOi tbcF hoMtUvi ttelnweae ; 
gearing her t aewi i ii g mUy to ^o »bage, 
Beliey'd from Oeean'i ^mnlMiig'Xtwr, 
Knows not tiie iMxaj^mbAA in the womb 
Of future houT8> may umiaMnniiite her 4oQip, 
And the proud pennoi^wavaog on the mast. 
The gaudy honowa after trhunphs peat. 
Float on the spr&ce of<that treadieroiia wave^ 
And prove the pall to mnament her gvave ! 

XIIL 
toooth roUa ^ cufreot of u»<?»aBing TMne, 
O'er whu^ its gmiua stands with wand subliine^ 
feckless of all the power, and pomp, and pride. 
Which mark'd one dDsle on its glassy tide ; 
Lo ! at his nod, he stirs the fate of a}l, — 
An empire's fortune, or an empire's fall ; 
Kings and their Gomiueeti^-'mghty or the meekj 
Sehold his judgmei^jM'Se&ectioii seek/— 
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Withhoa]7loc|abin<9«8tk^thei«heiliui^ . . . 
Poiiito to Eternity with uprab'^ iuttsdB ; 

(Ptotial to iioiie^>-p4iien gaaes on the waTiU 
Where prince or peasant find an e^nal gtave«t9 , 

Thus faU the mightiest, or the meaaeat.mindiU ~. 
Jiike clouds before the current of the idnda;. . . 
Greece and her gcealness,t-^RoBie and all her boast. : 
Of former Freedom's animated hoel^-— 
Assyria^ basking <mce in gorgeous pride> 
And Carthage^ weltwing in her. watery tide :!-r« / 
Ask> petty man^ the minister of jroe^ . 
(Who dares aspire^ and yet still grovels low;,) 
Ask every Hope with which his heart respires^ 
Where tends the object of his bosom's fires^ 
Wlien^ wrapt in soul> the sterner judgment brings 
Thoughts of such fates^ from whence a myriad springs;, 
Forc'd tiien to feel> what yet must be his doom^ 
Crazing on ^ the labyrinths of the tomb. 

XIV. 

Nor let awaken'd S3rmpathy pause here^ 

To fin4 it thus^ and swell the starting tefur^-r* 



^ . - \ 
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To mark Fate drive the chariot ci its ire. 
And see a mortal or a state expire^— 
Now lend all feeling to the heart's applause. 
Of Julian's triumphs, or Justinian's laws. 
Glowing to think that from one human soul. 
Darts forth a flame, to light from pole to pole ; 
Then in its tomb, the smouldering ashes, see. 
Of him, who once was earth's idolatry :— - 
Aye, let man gaze on all the trophies proud^ 
To which the wonder €i a world hf|s bowe4 >— ^ 
Now swell the heart with admiration's gase. 
At the fair synimetry which Taste displays ; 
Now warm the feelings with the record bright. 
Which Genius brought triumphantly to light :— 
Ye8,r-rlet him feast the sense, the tupe must come. 
When he shall feel the cold hand of th^ tonib ; 
He, too, with all that onc^ awoke desire. 
Shall, like the day-star, have his light expire. 



END OF CANTO I. 
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THE 

FALL OF CONSTANTINOPLE. 



CANTO ir. 



I. 

Years pass away> and with them things confo^m> 

Now smiles the sun-shine^ and now swells the stonn 

Now beams the rainbow of delighting Hope> 

Which^ as the portals of our fancy> ope 

The scene of bright imagination's sway^ 

Darts forth its genial^ vivifying ray ;— 

How fair it beams ! — but^ hark^>— upon the wind> 

What distant murmur awes again the mind ? 

Lo ! on the far horizon^ there appears 

A small stem speck to set the world in tears ; 

D 
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Slowly it oomes> the prophet of the wraUi 
Which soon shall spread perdition in its path^^— 
Cloud comes on cloudy whilst gradnally expires 
The day-god's ray and all his wonted fires ;— • 
Peal comes on peal^ the thunder-dealing doud^ 
Now shakes the tiaudy and appab ihe proud ; 
Flash comes on flashy whilst Terror's sable Ibrm^ 
Stalks thro' the air^ the demon of the storm :— ^ 
Now^ sweeps the blast>-^what hayoc it imbues^ 
Now strikes a pile^ and now a fleet pursues,— - 
Now hurls its ire in one oonvulsiye roai^ 
Till cities crumble,*— navies are no more. 

There came a sound, from .AtBl^> of wod-m 

A sound proclaiming Sion a0; Ita £^ ; 

Nor long had Time heard the denoundng strftia 

Sweep like a Simoom a'er the desert plain ; 

TVhen Nature, in conyu]»Mi, brought to births 

Arm'd against Heav'n, a giant of thejeanth. 

It rose colossal, and with frurious sti^id^ 

Too soon from Mecca, touch'd the £uziflifi^. side ; 



In its huge gfiMp; ft ftittitigr bM&d it hne. 
And fir'd the confiiefl^wttiid of «itiier ahatv : 
The land became troleasdoy and the cry 
Of Mahomet arosey-whieh riiook the sky ; 
Then nrft&l^e^iiarik »U frantic ;— ^tonon dvew 
Affrighted back^ and Hope for siieoottr, Aew ; 
But it avail'd not^*-^Siip«niitio]i's fire 
Kindled the zeaM-Infidel's huge pyre^ 
And fierce Imagination wann'd a heaven 
With looser joys than Israel's I^inee had ifiven : 
Hourisy with large'dark eyes and thrilling veins|y 
Fredestin'd^ Manilla «pleB8!iies> for wurtfa's pains; 
And Fancy's borrowed gems bededc'd a shrine. 
Where all was daadiiig, tho' not all divine ! 

HI. 

As the wild flame whidi gathers in its course. 
Fury and strength ;— or as the untam'd horse 
Whidi darts its vider-despera^y along. 
Nor heeds down^tarampling^d surrounding throng. 
So spread that ereed> its tenets by ats sword. 
Teaching maa^hid to q^urniJeiiovahrs w3Drd«-^ 
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The Simoom flew ; — ^where BabyloB once rosejt 

(Yet now the panther finds a safe repose^) 

And pours Euphrates on^ its silvery stream ; 

Or fam'd Persepolis, in morning's beam 

Bath'd its rich towers :— or where the Magi spread 

Great Zoroaster's name>-— ^(that mighty headC^ 

Of proud idolatry^) — ^the fire-blast Hew, 

And to its meteor blaze, the nations drew. 

Who, by infatuation blindly driven, 

Biess'd that fierce Prophet .in his new-form'd Heaven. 

How prone to change and crime. Earth's offisprifig are. 

To hail the rising of each new-born star. 

Let record tell ; — ^not long had time swept past. 

When Salem's temples totter'd 'neath the blast. 

And Othman's sons on Syria's sacred throne, 

Call'd Palestine— the land of God,— their own. - 

IV. 

Round Sion's mount, and Siloe's calm brook. 
The weary pilgrim cast his lingering look, «. 

O'er desert travers'd, and o'er ocean cross'd. 
To gaze up<m that land still lov'd, tho' lost,— 
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Lost to his soul's deroted pnifer8,*«4o hoar 

The Moslem chaunt the esnia Oia his ear, (^ 

And see the rites of Mahomet profane. 

The shrine that echoed once with David's strain ! 

Yet still he loy'd to gaze, and bkhd liis dreams. 

With thoughts -of Judah's^ides, «nd Jordan^rstreams ; 

And raise his staff iv^h rapilKEroiur aediaSm, 

At the inspiring sound orGbcEfre)r^s name ; 

When Europe's aealn^'pl^ artra/d • 

Its chivalry and cross, in ^armM' crusade,-* 

Where Gflnl'» and Britain'^ banners wav'd on high. 

And " Coeur-de^Xion"' was the battle cry ; 

And Templar-chsm^ons in the Ouristian cause. 

Left History fran^t with Valotit'B ridi aj^lause. 

Lost pride, — lost pomp,-— Tradition'^ self might -blush 
To hear no sound now, save the sceptic's gash 
Of impure incense ;— CMvalry, its plume 
Might lend to «weep the s^dei^s da8t-4yed loom. 
From off the fallen pBes where Salem- stood,-— 
For Sion's daughter weeps in solitude; 
Her shrines deserted, and her temple shorn, 
Widow'd, she stands forsaken and forlon:^ 
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Drooping^ with Faith and Pity at her side> 

To mourn her Lor4^ — ^the bless'd^ — ^the crucified. 

V. 

But hark^ — ^gaunt Terror o'er those desert sa^idsj 
Comes with infuriate cry and fiery hands^-r 
Arabia pours forth many a swarthy son^ 
And Persia's race to Islam's altars won^ 
Join in the fierce lirray to raise that creed 
With the destroying sword^ and deadly deed.— - 
Not Scythia's myriad hordes^ (nor Timour's rage» 
Which chain'd that captive Caliph in his cage^ ^) 
Till on the steel's relentless bars^ his veins 
Let forth their gushing tide^ to ease his pains^) 
These^ for awhile^ o'erwhelming as the flood 
Which comes^ a deluge to appease the mood 
Of some destructive element of fire, 
Ilaging around in fierce volcanic ire. 
Could not yet quench the embers that broke forth 
Again, despite this flood-storm of the North, 
And sent a flame so far, so wild on high^^ 
As to turn pale the meteors of the sky. 
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Where Syrian mountain^ and where Fhrygutn plain^ 

stretch forth their fields and forests to the main^ 

Behold^ once more the Crescent shines afar^ 

And Echo tremhles to the trump of war^ 

The blue P^ppontis with its shores along^ 

Hears the wild sounds of many a Turlush song ; 

Not as of yore^ when tl^ more tuneful Greeks 

Skimm'd its calm waters with his light caique^ 

And raised his glance to gaze on Ida's brpw^ 

And thou^t of Troy^ — (where stands no vestige now^) 

When that enamour'd fair to Ilium's boy^ 

Gave all her charms^ and made him all her joy : 

Loving to muse the smiling hours away^ 

With the inspiring theme of Homer's lay ; 

Or view'd Olympus in its snowy shroud^ 

Where sat the Thunderer on his ermin'd cloud> 

And Fancy lent all splendour to the view^ 

Making Imagination deem it true : — • 

Not as of yore> alas ! on Asia's shorei, 

The loitering Greek is seen to smile no more ; 

Each hamlet now^ swarms with Mahomet's crew^ 

^d mosques^ not temples^ sound with ^' Alla-hu/' 
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Led by Ambition's all-agpiring aim^ 
To make Bysantium hmnble to MsiuuBey 
Behold that ohieftain frames the ^lork-desigiii^ 
To plant his sword <m St Soj^ia's shrin^/^ 
With tears and bloodshed saturate th& boid^ 
And frown on all who bleneh'd not to hk^htfid* 
The soil o'er*4arkening^*see^ ihe E^ahie'eome 
In wild^ yet wariike^-aBdtnmv^uous'hum^ 
And cannon^'tiureat^oiing in its stem array^ 
Crowns every height^ and frowiis along the way* 

VII. 

Spirits of Sparta^ who in days^ng gone^ 

Beheld your towering mountainsy-Freedom's thr<mej 

Who^ in the defiles of that glorious pass^ 

Wert made immortal with LeiRoidas ;— • 

Sons of Athena, who in yore withstood. 

The arrows of the Persian multitude :— ^ 

Corinth, and TJiebes,— where was the Valour fled. 

Like that which fir'd, those who at Leuotra bled ? 

Why did your arms not s^e the sword'^he dpear^-« 

Or any brand, when Moslem-steps drew near ? 
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Chase from Morea's hills, the turban*d band. 
And join in Freedom's chorus o'er the land ? 
Nor here alone^ — ^for on the fields of Thrace 
Where smiling Plenty show'd its happy face^. 
There hath the Titan War, display'd his form. 
And frown'd as doth the thunder-bearing storm ; 
There hath the war-horse iA its pride down trod. 
The fruitful harvest, and the flow'r-crown'd sod. 
And plough'd the land, e're Industry could store 
The promis'd gifts which Ceres deign'd to pour^ 
Dark was that hour, when Rapine in its car. 
With hamess'd wolves, came howling to the war ; 
And sanguinary Slaughter, keen for prey, 
Yell'd forth its shouts to urge on Fury's sway^ 
On Thrada'g ^ore, and Galata's near side. 
Where castled Bosphorus, with streaming tideC?) 
Washes Byzantium's walls, — ^ach other sound 
In that, — ^^ For God ai^d Mahoinet," — ^is drowot'd, 

vm. 

I>ay sped on day, — the fierce Barbarian urg'd 
His rude assault^ which stil][ the nearer verg'd. 
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To that appall^i^ hoor^ wliieh wotild recall 
Her offspring's hopes^ or ^ose BfzantkuB^s ML 
The cannon thimderg inth its awful pealp^ 
The walls now ^r«nble> and the tttrrl^ts reel ; 
And to astound tbem^ see the navies l4de^ 
By art and -labour lafaneh'd 'open that tide.<^ 
Now the plfond satrap heads the P^msdan li^a&d> 
Who boast of obrnpiedt at their eMers cotioilnaiid ; 
Now the sliirn badtaw wildi his Turkic hd#t^ 
Who cry for llaplne> as their Crav^ag^lUdSty— 
Thousands on thousands crowd ilie glittei^ p&ki^ 
Where steps already trample on the ^ttean. 
So dark and deadly hath ensai^idn'd war^ 
Sent forth the flames of itB malignihtit star. 
Far different bums the feeing of each breast^' 
Where rears the Roman his undaunted crest ; 
He^ as he hears the cannon and the crash^ 
Defies^ defends^ dares all things but be rash^ — 
Too well he feels the duty with the zeal 
To save his strength^ till danger grows more real ; 
Then shall the Valour which the Csesars led 
So oft to triiunph^ nerve his arm and head^ 
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And (should Misfortuiie. stretch Oppressbn's pall^) 
Make ev'n Byzantium glonons in her ML 
Tho* foes sarround, and friends forego the fight> 
His heart's disdain frowns on the Azimite^C^) 
And spurns the piteous craft which could deny, 
A heart to Hope, and hand to Liberty ! 

IX. 

Calm and collected on that rampart wall^ 
Stood the. hist. CaBsair^ — and if doom'd to fjoll. 
The fire of Roman valoui: in his eye 
Bespoke the hero,— rstiU prepared to die. 
Yet nerv'd with Freedom's last devoted aim. 
To conquer, or concede a soul to Fame- 
Around him stoo4tb'.iiiLvj^QiUe,remajja8- 
Of Rome's.last linOj wh^. Jii^ver yet. felt chains ! 
Yes,— of that glory on whose:brow inq^earl'd^ 
Sat the bright c]:owiv th^ m^gn^t of the worlds 
Strong in the ai? dent e^m^^ of eadbi breaslb 
By Fame exalte^j ao41>y Faith, impx^ess'd, 
B]rzantium hears.hex: busy scpf pr^^ai^ . 
Each stout de^<^> a]ji4 guards with aoxiaus^are; 
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And where lier lord's imperii fotm appea^> 

Or brave Justiniani's^ loudly cheers. 

There^ too^ conjoin'd^ hath Venice^ Adria's bride^ 

Sent forth her sons^ — the free-bom of her pride ; 

And Genoa^^-^twin-states of noble cLakm 

To Liberty^ the load-star of their fame : 

Sons of that dirne^ where Freedom forc'd to roam^ 

Found men its g^ardians^ and their hearths its home ; 

Warm in the zeal which Patriotism drdw 

From Honour's breast^ for honour's right they flew^ 

And on its altars^ in a nation's cause^ 

Held forth the buckler for the world's applause. 

X. 

The moon was up^ — and *twas a iiight of May^ 
The star-gem*d sky^ shone as a diamond spray^ — 
So calm the heavens^-~so beautifully clear^ 
None would have deem*d that Slaughter was so near ; 
The few small clouds^ each clad in silvery lights 
Seem*d as Hope's smiling messengers^ and bright 
As seraphs of the skies^-— (for Hope will play 
£y*n when the phantom Deaths appals the way t) 
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The cannon's blasts which lately with its roai^ 

Had shak«i both liie city and the shore> 

Was hush'd as when the tempest-wind subsides^ 

And calmness silences the upstart tides* 

Yet Silence in that self-absorbing mood> 

Wbs ev'n as awful^ as when storms are rude^-^ 

Awful^ as if, Earth had yawn'd forth a graye> 

And mankind shudder'd^ whom its jaws would crave 

For its &rst victim^ — and yet stood aghast^ 

Speechless and pale^ each shrinking to be last. 

The city lay in stillness, — whilst the tower 

Of St Sophia, own'd the lovely power 

Of Cynthia's rays, and glitter'd in its beam, — 

Whilst far beyond, the calm Propontis' stream 

Shone as a mirror, and redoubled there 

The star's bright rays, with its reflecting glares 

This could not la8t,-*^who that hath seen Fate brings 

Measure and Hope upon its passing wing. 

But by his fears some sorrow was foretold : 

Or saw Time shift his glass, whose drops now gold. 

Changed were to gall, 'ere he could call the hour 

AU, — all, that Fortune's happiest blessings shower I 

£ 
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XL 

Night now had wan'd, and as the morning's beam 
Chequer'd the orient sky, with crimson stream ; 
Behold the watch-guards on Byzantium's towersj*-^ 
Beheld a meteor rise with flaming powers, 
And scatter round so awfully its lights 
All deem'd it there, a signal for the fight. 
Then ran the wild alarm from street to street. 
And ag'd and offspring flew with trembling feet ;— < 
The palsied grandsire totter'd 'neath his crutch. 
And sigh'd to think he liv'd to witness such ; 
The matron caught her infant in her arms,—- 
The virgin rose, regardless of her charms. 
And with her zone imlac'd, and 'shevell'd hair. 
Which screen'd her snow-white bosom from the air, 
Kush'd to the doors of St Sophia's shrine. 
Pure as that mother of its saint divine. 
Vast and capacious as the temple stood. 
It could not hold the eager multitude. 
Who on their knees implored th' Almighty hand. 
To keep the turban'd Giaour from off their land ; 
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The infant's cry,— the elder's wail and prayer^ 

In mingled sounds of woe^ eonfos'd^ were there ; 

Whilst some^ in Superstition's warm belief. 

And hope t)f aid divine, thus strangled grief :W 

So firmly did Imagination prey. 

To deem that Heay'n would prove their shi^ to-day. 

XIL 

How beautiful is Hope ;— oh, what were Life 

Without its aid benign, to soften strife ;-*- 

To smoothe the rugged path-way of our care. 

And bloom as roses scattering incense there. 

How beautifid is H<^ ^-^-the pilgrim's heart 

Through the world's round, would fe^ full many a smart 

Of keener anguish, were it not for such. 

To heal the wounded bosom with its toudi ! 

Then let man taste the balsam it distills. 

To cheer his fears away> and soothe his ills ; 

Upon Hope's bosom, let him lay his head. 

And woo the sjrejiy to his thorny bed,— 

In her fair arms, unheed the coming hours. 

And dream his fortune lies alone 'midst flowers ; 
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Dream while he may^ — ^for when just litll'd to resly 

With Fancy pl&ying round Enchantment's breast^ 

His soul is startled^ and in wakings hears 

The loud ton'd thunder^ rattling from the spheres ;. 

He turns to clasp Hope's image in his arms-^ 

'Tis flown — and left him to his lone alarms ; 

He flies^ imtU o'ertaken by Despair^ 

FaUs^ and sepulchres all his life's joys there. 

XIIL 

Mom rose with hues of bloody and with it rose 
A strange stern murmur from that field of foes ^ 
The towering mountain^ in whose fiery womb^ 
Bums the volcano^ — ^'ere its flames illume 
The scene around^ with awful tones within^ 
Warns as it groans forth its prophetic din : — 
The whirlwinds issuing from ti|ieir stormy caves^ 
Herald the angry roar of Ocean's waves^ 
'Ere they nptoss their wild heads to the skies> 
And ask of Fate^ a human sacrifice ; 
The death-denouncing demon of stem war. 
Sets Man with Force and Fury's powers, to jar 
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His fellow's resty and jyf his voice be «till» 
His step and clanging steely detimes his w^ : W 
Arm^—- ann^ Byzantium^ — Constantine^ awake ! 
3ut wherefore call^ when Glory is the stake : 
Each at his post^ where Honour leads his glance^ 
Beholds the powers of Mahomet advance ; 
The stir of thousands «t»ike8 the watoh^giiardfl' eers^ 
Till, lo ! the phalanx in itsnught i^ppears. 
As roll the billows^ dashing on the ro<^> 
Which meets their fvary, and resists their shodc :— 
As shakes the oak, the rain-drops from its leaves. 
When the wind bellows, and the thunder cleaves :— • 
Thus comes the foe ; — ^thus adverse anni repel 
The blows, till sound seems frantic with the knell. 
The Moslem multitude, their wild forms toss. 
Now towers the Crescent lofkiest,-«now the Cross, — 
The mass of thousands now bears that on high, — 
This, now sustained by Valour, flouts the sky ;~* 
Long was the conflict, deadly was the strife. 
On that steep rampart, tremblii^ with the rifo 
Burthen of slaughter'd victims : — ^when that stern 
J^lpatient Soldaii, with the rous'd concern 
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Of fierce ambitioi^ ordered on his host 

Of Janizars^ both fear'd and favour'd mo^.(^ 

Hark^ to the trumpet ; — ^hark^ the tambour's roll ; — 

Shrieks of the wounded and the dying soul ;^-t 

The roar of cannon^ and the rack of steely 

With war's revenge^ the ready blow to deal,— 

The c^ to Valour^ and the cry to bloo4> 

The thousand murmurs of the multitude, 

Ck>mmingled, ling :— alas, how long, how late. 

The dauntless Roman fought for Freedom's fate^ 

His fallen numbers tell j — ^nor yet appals. 

His soul, until Justiniani iaUa !-^ 

Then rush'd the C»sar onwards, with a soul 

Whose bursting feelings baffled all controul ; 

'^ On to the fight Aow," — ^Valour leads the rest. 

And Rome's last hopes, crowd round his regal crest; \ 

Bom for a hero, — ^lo ! hjs hearty nor flies^ 

Nor sues,T-for Heroism ever dies. 

Sooner than thus succumb, where Glory's aim. 

Leads on to immortality of Fame ! — 

Behold, the purple he disdains to wear, 

But like the lowliest soldier, nerv'd to share 
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The deadliest danger^ Mid most darii^ dee4» 
laves^ 8trii?:es^ alone^ to vanquish and be freed. 
Alas ! fair Fortune doth not always crown 
The brightest hope^ or trial for renowi^ ! 
Thp' Justice bears a sword> yet strikes she not 
The vilest^ ever with uQtoward lot ; 
Yet is Truth just^ where Candour's voice requires 
Applause or censure^ for its pure desires^ 
And all the harvest which this life presents^ 
Time reaps and stores in record's monuments.^ 

XIV. 
ho, as the eaglet on its bloody lair^ 
Which flaps its wixig> with spirit lingering there> 
Till the last plume of its proud pinion rent^ 
Leaves it deserted^ — and the element 
Which rais'd its soaring flight unto the skies^ 
Murmurs around it with bemoaning sighs : — 
So stood the last^ lost Constantine^ — and there. 
With his proud hearty indignant at d^air, 
Implor'd awhile a death-blow of the brave. 
And would nqt stoop, subdued^ who could not save^ 
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Firm to the last he strives ;--*one mcmieiit more,—. 
'Tis past, alas ! — ^Byzantium's hopes are o'er ! — 
Now rush'd the Giaour, infuriate at d^y. 
And seiz'd, unspar'd, tihe victim and tiie prey ; 
Slaughter led on, whilst Lust and Rapine near, 
Urg'd the full fury of their wild career. 
Temples and shrines, the matron and the maid : 
Speak ruthless War, in demon-might array'd, 
With brandish'd sword, and rude licentious gaze. 
Parting unchedc'd through Passion's fiery ways : 
Who shall denounce thee, as the tongue should tell. 
With hand uprais'd 'gainst Heav'n, and heart in Hell ; 
Who shall denoiince thee ? Mark the mother's tears. 
Who weeps the slaughter'd promise of her years ! 
Mark the fair form, which Cytherea's charms 
Might envy, lest it waken Love's alarms ; 
Mark the torn relic of each fair abode, 
iVnd mark the altars, now defiled, of Gon ! 

XV. 

Weep, Memory, weep, 'tis Pity calls in tears. 
To mourn the fortunes of these former years ,* — 
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Alas ! amidst a mountain of the dead^ 

Where friend and foe there found a gory bed>— • 

The pale worn relics of her lost lord lay^ 

Who rul'd Byzantium at her closing day ! 

Alas ! her heroes^ and^ alas ! the hour 

Which first saw Glory's hallow'd meteor shower 

Its splendour on her halls^ when her first lord 

Entwin'd the palm and olive round the sword : 

The turhan'd Soldan makes those halls rejoice^ 

Which long had echoed to a Roman's voice ; 

Her sun hath set^ — dim twilight marks the loss 

Of fam'd Byzantium,— city of the Cross ! 

Yet, yet along the tracks of Time, which tell. 

How nations flourish'd, and how empires fell,— > 

Awful and grand, behold her name appears, 

Tho' Fame is heard in sighs, — Hope seen in tears I 

The unexpiring record of her worth. 

Must claim the gorgeous tribute of the earth,—- 

Bid every heart in sympathy recall. 

How Glory wept, at the last Caesar's fall ; 

And in fair Memory eulogize the name. 

Which liv'd '' to Freedom," and expir'd '' to Fame ! 
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NOTES. 



Note 1, Canto I, page 37. 

Constantine the Great, was the first Roman Emperor who em-* 
braced the Christian faith, and so disgusted was he with the adhe- 
rence of the Romans to their ancient rites, that he ordered all the 
heathen temples to be destroyed; and it was this circumstance 
which principally induced him to remove the seat of empire from 
Rome to Constantinople, and raise the cross on the towers of St 
Sophia. 

Note 2, Canto I, page 40. 

Alluding to the extirpation of the Empire of the West by Odoa- 
cer, king of the Heruli* 

Note 3, Canto I, page 44. 

Paiiida mors, aequo pulsat pede, pauperum tabernas 
• 'Regumqae turres. Hob. 

Note 4, Canto II, page 52. 

« 

The age of Zoroaster is not known ; he was the inventor of the 
Magi, and is supposed to have flourished about 2500 years before 
the Christian aera. 

Note 5, Canto II, page 53. 

The emn or aixath the creed of grace^ contained in the Moham- 
metan faith. 
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Note 6, Canto II, prage 54. 

Bajazet I. who, when taken prisoner by Timour, or TVunerlaney 
is said to have been put by tiliat haughty barbarian into an iron 
cage, and exposed to every outrage, which, his pride not being able 
to bear, he at length beat out his brains agunst the bars of his cage. 
This circumstance has been treated as a fiction by some modem 
writers ; Vdltaire, for example ; Gibbon in hinting at the incre- 
dulity, is cautious enough to give no opinion. 

Note 7) Canto II. page 57* 

The term ** castled Bosphorus" is here used, as Mahomet first 
began his inroad on the Greek Empire, by building castles on 
either shore, which commanded the straits, and was the first cause 
of rupture between the Emperor Constantine and himself. 

Note 8, Canto II. page 58. 

Mahomet conceived and executed a plan of a bold and mar- 
vellous cast:— that of transporting his fleet of light Galleys over 
land, and launching them into the harbour, opposite to the city. 

Note 9, Canto II. page 59. 
The Latins, so called, on account of their use of unleavened or 
atiimed bread in their Sacrament. It is lamentable to think that 
the differences of the two schisms of the Latin and Greek churches 
was the cause of the former under the Pope, refusing any succour 
to Constantine and his cause. 

Note 10, Canto II. page 63. 

The confidence of many was founded on a prophecy Of an en- 
thusiast, that the Turks one day would enter Constantinople, ,and 
pursue the Romans as far as the church of St Sophia ; but that an 
angel would descend from Heaven with a sword in his hand, and 
deliver the empire.— Vide Gibbon. 
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Note 11, Canto IL page 65, 

Under pain of death, silence was enjoined, as the Turkish arm j 
advanced to the assault ; but the physical laws of motion and 
sound, are not obedient to discipline or fear.^Vide Gibbok. 

Note 12. Canto II. page 66. 

The Janisariesy ever since the establishment of that formidable 
body, as will be seen by its history, have borne the fate of the 
Turkish Empire and its Sultan in their hands. 
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TECUMTHE, 



A POETICAL TALE. 



IN THRZB CANTOS. 
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Stares, bad gained great influence over theit fellow-wanioTS by 
qualitin usuallf most rslued in navaga life. Tlie one, »ho had 
perauaded the tribe that be possesBTd nhst !□ Scotland would bsTt 
been lenned second-sighl, was known among them by the name of 
the Prophet, and seemi at 6rst to hare been the favourite of tbe 
two ; tlie other, Tecumtfae, bad, without the aid of lucb inspire. 
lion, raised himself (o the situation of a chief by his tried birdi- 
hood, and that natural superiority of genins which tDmetiineB in 
[ cbilized communities, and almost alwaya in a rude state of society, 
('•ill challenge deference from common minds. The trihe, under 
Ldlrection of the Prophet, Tentured upon hostilities with their old 
my, the back settleis of the States ; and for some lime carried 
It huTSKing contest against them, after the Indian mode 
arfare. At length, however, lulled into security by confldeuL'e 
n the supcr'^tural powers of their Prophet, and neglecting Iliat 
utlon which is generally so marked a trait in the Indian cbarue. 
Tj tbey were surprised by ao American corps in the dead of night, 
I the banks of the Wabash, and almost annihilated. It is pro- 
le that the aurvivors were too few to preserve the separate exii- 
:e of a tribe, for Tecumihe, witli a small number of warrion, 
ing escaped the massacrei joined the Uurons, a friendly people, 
came down with them as their chief to the British troops when 
Ufa in Canada broke out. If it be recoUecled tliat the Indian 
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chiefs ore almost always old Dun, and that tha spirit of clanabip is 
OS strong among th«m as ever it could have been in the Highlands 
of Scotland, it will appear no small testimony to the superior qu>> 
litiea of Teeuoilhe, that before he could have been forty yeaia of 
age, he should haie appeared as the rceognUed head of the Htu 
rons, a tribe in which he was a stranger, and which is oao of the 
finest bodies of the Tnitian people. 

of the war, was to collect a corps of betwCEO three and four thou- 
land men for the invaiiion of Canada, from the frontier at the head 
of Lake Erie. Soma of Ilie Indian tribes were already at wai 
with tlie States, and otben hastened to join tlicm, when the; found 
a prospect of suceesa from the co-operation of the British. They 
began to collect in numbcra in Ibe country behind Detroit, from 
whence Hull, the American general, had already advanced in pro* 
secnliDn of the intended iniasion ; and the item of their motiom 
seems at once tohave paralysed him. He fell back into Detroit, and 
not daring to attempt a retreat through the line on which they hid 
assembled, be remaioedpasEive until his surreoder to a few hundred 
British and Canadian militia. This event, and the occupation irf 
the Michigan country, opened a direct communication with the 
settlements of the various tribes, rapidly promoted tlie alliance ^ 
them, and in the winter 1B12-13, sometime aller the surprise 
entire destruction of General Winchester's corps, to which the Ii 
dians had eagerly contributed, Tecumthe and his Huron! 
General Procter, to take up the hatchet with their Btitish Father 
agwnst the " Long Knives," as they denominated the Americans 
It was astoniihiog how soon it became evident that Tecumthe w«» 
ibe chief among chiefs of bis countrymen ; and that this man ia 
some way possessed the secret of swaying them all to his purpose 
(hough without ony formal authority, beyond the warriors of fail 
adopted tribe. The number of Indian fighting-men who li«d 
united with the British commander at Detroit in the ^cing 
1613, wu near three thousand ;--a larger body of them than h 
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been seen together in Ihe memory of any of those assembled ; anil 
Tecumtbe was slrll the engine by nhicli they could be moied. 
His intelligent mind caught at once Ibo advantage to be derircd 
irom iiiing them nilli their ramilies in the newly acquired Michi- 
gan tenitory ; and it was no looner prapoied lo liiin, than the 
whole were settled in the diaCricti which, by its poaitiunT gave 
strength to their confederacy with Ihe British. Ab soon as the 
season permitted, a email force of regulars and militia, and the 
whole Indian body, were moved forward to attack tho enemy, who 
were assembling a strong corps at Fort Meigs, near the (>oa«l of 
Lake Erie ; and, in Ihe invi»tmcnl of that station which Tallowed, 
the Indiana were eminently useful, by the strictness with which 
they watched every motion of Ihe garrison. The enemy attempted 
to relieve the place by an attack from without, aided by a sortie of 
the besieged, and were repulsed with dreadful slaughter, in which 
the Indians greatly assisted. The garrison were, however, re- 
lieved in H manner which they could not have anticipated; fur the 
Indians, loaded with plunder, and enriched by tfic prisoners they 
had taken, could not be induced to conCitiue the licge, even by Ihe 
influence of Iheir chief; and the British General, with his handful 
•jf Hoops, was obliged to retire to his frontier, aller be had been 
weakened by their return to their families. To secure Ihe lives of 
prisoners, it was customary with the British to pay bead-money fo» 
ereiy American delivered up in safaly by the Indians; and tbia 
measure W33 generally successful, though the Indians could not 
help remarking, that to take men and let them live to flght another 
time, seemed a piece of egregious folly ! The British and In- 
dians moved forward a second time in the same manner, and again 
invested Fort Meigs, and afterwards Sandusky, another fort near 
Late Erie; but the force of troops and arUltory was insufficient, 
nnd the Indians found it " hard to light against people who lived 
tike groundhogs," or, in other words, were strongly intrenched. 
A Sandusky, in particular, they showed no inclination to join iu 
It upon the worka, for their mode of warfare is in bush. 
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fighting alone ; and the whole force returned once more to tlia 
fron^er. In the short period of inaction which followed, during 
ttie equipment of the Rotilla on Lake Erie, there were nunj op- 
portunities of observing tbe intelligence of Tecumthe, whose sup- 
port was so necessory to gain the conwnt of the Indians to aaj 
meaiiure of eipedjeticf, that lie was frequently, sccomponical by 
Colonel Elliot, the Indian euperinteadant, or one of the officers of 
that department, brought lo the General's table. His habits and 
d^tottmeot were perfect); free (torn whatever could give oCTence 
10 tbe most delicate female ; he readily and cheerfully Bccommo- 
dsled htmtelf la all the □oyeltiea of his aitualton. and seemed 
amused, without being at all embarrassed by them. He could 
never be induced to drinli spirituous liquor of any sort, though in 
other respects lie fed lite every ooc else at the table. He said 
that in his early youth he had been greatly addicted to druuLeo- 
Dcss — tlie common vice of the Indian — but that he bad found it 
was bad for bim, and had resolved never again la tasle any liquid 
but water. That an uneducated being could deny himself an in- 
dulgence of wliich he was passionately food, and to which no di». 
grace was attached in the opinion of his associates, proves, wa 
think, that he had views and feelings to raise him above the level 
of an unenlightened savage. He liad probably anticipated the pe- 
riod when he was to appear as the first man of his nation, and 
knew that intemperance would disqualify him from holding sudi 
a station. He evinced little respect for the oris by which lh« 
Prophet had governed bis unfortunute tribe, and always spoke of 
him as " his foolish brother." He had s son, a youth of about 
fourteen or fifteen ; but shortly before his fall, when be seemed to 
have a presentiment of what was lo occur, be strongly enjoined hit 
Hurons not to elect that young man for their chief) " he is too 
fair and like a nhile man," was his reason. Tccumth« wai not 
deRcient ia adection for liia son, but he had some prejudice of his 
natioQ against a resemblance to the European, the aulhor of all 
thei]- woei ; and be wcriflced his parental attachment to what ba 
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ton^idercd tbe adcaniage of his pec^le. In balCle, Teciunthe «u 
painred and equipped like the rest of bis brelliieii ; but otherwiw 
bis comnuin dress was a leitbem trocV descending to hi> knen, 
anil confined at the waist by a belt ; leggio-t and moccasdns Tot 
the feet, of tbe same materiiil, compltteit his clouOiing. lie was 
ratber above Ibe nuddlc atature, tbe general cipresslon of his fear 
pleasing, and his e;e liiil oC fire and iotellieenca. Our fair 
ibint that it dctrarled from Tecumlhe'i virtues, 
ccasion, before several persotu, be openly anil 
,ly reproved an European of Ibe ladiau departmeni, for ill 
)f his wife. 

eiploiis of a handful of British troops had hilherlo, in con- 
juttction with tbe Inciiatu, protected tlienortb-weiilfVonticr of Canada 
always numerically superior ; but tbe period was 
Jipproaching when Ibe naval elfoitaof the Americans on Lake Erie, 
o turn tbe tide of success. Tbe British naval officer wba 
the head of the flotilla on that lake, was obligedio meet tbe 
under every di-^advanlage, notwithstanding the little asfii^ 
which the BueriiDns of General Proctor were able lo aHbrd 
I ; and tbe event Ibat ensued was the capture of ttie whole of 
English squadron, after an obstinate engagement. Upon tbit^ 
disaster, a. retreat of the troops became unavoidable, to prevent the 
landing a superior force in their rear; and it was fore- 
] induce thu Indiana to retire with them, and to quit 
old haunts, would be attended with much difficulty. An aa. 
sembly of Ibeir chiefs was, however, held at Amberstburgb, where 
tliB General, by the moutb of bis interpreter, opened the business ta 
them, and proposed their accompanying bim In bis retrograde move- 
ment. The Indians were somewhat prepared to expect such aa 
intention of withdrawing from Ihot frontier ; but they received the 
proposal with the greatest indignation, and considered the measure 
aaa desertion of tbem. Tecumiherose to reply lo the interpreter, 
thing could be more striking than tbe scene which then pro- 
itHlf. The rest of the assembly seemed to wait witli ilie 
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deepert attention tot the deWyerf of his aniwer, whilst, holding In 
liii binds a belt of wampum — or beads, which, by Ihetr colours and 
agement, form tlie Indian record lor past erents, fi-oin the af- 
alioQ of idea produced on seeing them — be proceeded to 
s ihe British General in a torrent of vehement and patheti* 
appeal, for which the wild oratory of savage tribes is often ao r*> 
markable. His ipeccta, of which a tranilntion was preserved, is 
loag for insertion in this place. The chief began by recalling fraoi 
his wampum the events of the war in which tbey wer« engaged | 
and alluded, in a drain of violent invective, to a oirrumstanea 
twenty years berore, wherein tlie Indians conceived that the Britial^ 
after encouraging them lo hostility against the Americani, had dl 
■erted them in the hour of need ; and he inferred that there vn 
now a Bimilar design. In the name of his nation lie positively li 
fused to consent to any retreat : and closed his denial with thci 
words : — " The Great Spirit gave the lands which we possasB to oi 
fathers; if it be his wiU, our bones shall whiten on them; but W« 
will never quit them." After Tecumthe'a harrangne was c 
eluded, the council broke up ; and the British commander founJ 
bimself placed, with the few troops which composed bis force, i 
most critical situation ; for there was every reason to eipect that 
the numerous Indians would not confine their indignation Ii 
mere dissolution of the alliance. To convince Tecumtbe, ii 
private interview, of the reasonableness and necessity of reliring^ 
seemed the only mode of eilricaling the little army from their 
lemma : and it was attempted with success. In a room wiih 
lonel Elliot and Tecumlhe, a map of the country was produced, thv 
first tiling of the kind that the chief had ever wen ; — and he wM 
in a very sliort time made lo undcrsUnd, that if ihey remained il 
their present position, Ihey must be inToliibly surrounded by ^ 
anemy. It was only necessary lo persuade the reason of Tecum- 
tbe to ensure his consent ; and he undertook to prevail on 
tribe* to emt)race the measure which he now saw to be unav 
able. It was one more example of his talent and influence, thi 
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q^te of all their prijadices and natural affection for the seat of their 
habitationa, in leas than seven days from the holding of the eooi* 
€Sif he had determined a large proportion of his nation to giro tfaefar 
ecMiperation to the step^ of all others, which they had most vio* 
lentlj opposed. The close of Tecumthe*s mortal career was now 
at hand; and after some days of retreat before many thousand 
Americuns, the resolution was taken of giving them battle on ad- 
irantageoiis ground on the river Thames. The spot chosen was a 
poaitaon crossing the road toward Lake Ontario, and resting on the 
river. The British were here drawn up in open files, in a strag^ 
giling woody which prevented any attack upon them in regular or« 
der ; tiMir laft secured by the river, a gun flanking the road» and 
Unw rig^ extending toward the Indians, who were posted whet* 
the w9od Hiicfcenedy so as tb form a retiring-angle with theiDy 
«nd to turn the enemy's flank on their advance. This dispo^ 
■ition was shown to Tecumthe, who expressed bis satisfaction at 
it| and his last words to the general were*-" Father, tell your 
young men to be firm, and all will be well.*' He then repaired to 
his people, and harangued them before they were formed in their 
fdaoes. The small band of our regulars, discouraged by their re« 
treaty and^ by the privations to which they had been long exposed, 
gave way on the first advance of the enemy ; and no exertion €it 
their commander could rally them. While they were thus quickly 
louladt Tecumthe and his warriors had almost as rapidly repulsed 
Ibd enemjf and the Indians continued to push their advantage 
against them, in ignorance of the disaster of their allies, until their 
heroic chief fell by a rifle ball, and with him the spirit of his foU 
lowersy who were put to flight and pursued with unrelenting 
slaiigfater. Who, in contemplating the life and death of this un- 
tutored savage, can forbear the reflection, that be only wanted a 
BoUer sphere, and the light of education, to have left a name of 
N^l'^* renown in the annals of nations?" 



This foregoing Argument was extracted from a Periodical Jour« 
nal ;^t has howeVer, been re~published in the " Lucubrations of 
Humphrey Ravelin," under the head of ** Indian Warfare/* — ■ 
and of course was written by the Author of that work, although 
previously inserted in the Journal. 
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FAIR Canada^— within whose snowy arms 

My infant breath was nurtur'd^-^yet once more 
The dark bhie sea^ hath borne me to thy charms 

To haU with manhood's veice^— -my native shore ; 
Far yeais have glided^ since my heart first wore 

The youthful bright impressions of the scene 
Still hallow'd fondly in my bosom's core 

Which Memory's font supplic!^ ;— altho' between 

Those fairer hours^ and me^ some shadows intervene. 

G 
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II. 
Yet hath remembrance cherish'd in my breast 

Thoughts of my boyhood^ and of in&nt mirth^ 
tVhen all was youthful innocence possess'd 

And Time with pleasure crown'd each moment's birth. 
And these are thoughts which sprioig— -my parent Earth, 

With melancholy feelings to retrace. 
Days when such hours came sweetly smiling forth 

And blue-eye'd Hope with soft unclouded face 
Ran in delighted round, its golden circled race. ' 

III. 
Clime of my birth,— -of cataract and wood. 

Where the vast riv er*god'a titanic, hand. 
Hath marli^d the rouriAg pathways of the^ood^ 

Whose raj^d waters foam along the land,-— 
MThere boundless ibvestsy gloomilyy— -yet grand. 

Wave their high tops to the wild storm upcorl'd. 
Still unexplor'd save by some savage band 

Thro' agecH-Hnnee Ccdumbus first unfurl'd 

The banner of his fame upon the Western werld :-« 
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IV. 
To thee^ the tribote of my lowly dtrain 

Is offer'dffEatcftilly at such a riirine : 
Pore is tiiei&oease>.'vldch itagw would ddgn 

To shower .witii filial heart <m tiiee and tyne ; 
Ai^d tho' tke^duqpltt whieh my muse can twine 

MeetJilw yvd»#iig!er» of contempt and toorn. 
And he 'f4M> komag^d to the heavenly Nine 

Droop Ids head low^ by hopeless feelii^ tom^ 
Watering with-sttent tears^ tiie soil Ti^ere he was born e— 

V. 

Yet on thy bosom^ let melay the wreath^ 

Such as thy miartii^'»hiuAMie pow«» ooidd bmd 
'Tis all-tbafe^i^ita hath giVn me to be^«ikfch> 

The fervent ^ndsea of a grateful- mind ; 
And as the tegmneecanried en^the wind> 

Fimv^flowenr Bdial!d/-->*ifeifinBes- with balmy 4dgii8^ 
60 shall fuKmsmor^ (whereso^or iniaUn'd 

My footstep a iOT e >)*«^tsfairy\viidoP8;rise^ 
^d paiPtjthy ■ocBcs anewy with tkeirmdearingtits. 
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VI. 

Recalling pastinieB^ when I loy'd to stray 
In youth's diversion^ smilingly from home> 

Where the swift Montmorend pours its ^ray- 
In the loud cataract's convulsiye foam ; .-. 

Or o'er the Diamond Cape^ still leid^, to roam, . 
Bounded along 'midst jocund school-hoy trai% 

When Summer's beams iUumin'd nature's dome. 
And blithely sporting thence, o'er Abraham's Plain 
Tripp'd o'er its flower-crown'd site— bintve Wolfe's immor-i 
tal fa^ne. 

VII. 

Yet; lisping then, in Poesy's first words^ 

CreatioA seem'd the Spring of joyous hours,—*. 
The roar of waters, and the song of bird% 

The voice of Zephyrus thro' rosy bowers. 
The incense sweet, which fragrant nature showers 

O'er all her gifis, bespoke the brim of mirth. 
And if awhile the thunder's awful powers 

Shook its repose, and caus'd a moment's dearth^ 
Soon did th' ensuing bloom— woke to a lovelier birth. 
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VIII. 
To Iiaunt along tky greea embowering wwds, 

Wtere the sweet plant, and perfum'd floweret •priags 
In the cool boaom of its eolitudee 

Where many a Bquiirel chirps, and wUd bird dnga ; — 
To muBfl. beneath, where the loud torrent rings 

Its volum'd waters in the gulph below. 
From whence the glittering spray, its moisture flings. 

And the white vapour mounts—^ cloud of enow. 
O'er which the Iris Bweet, shines with celestial glow. 

IX. 
Past ht^B,— past jojs, — Care with increasing age. 

Heaps up its increase too, and the lous'd soul 
Journeying thro' Life's uncertain pilgrimage, 

Plods, with the rest to the same awfiil goal ;— 
We are all pilgrims, whose contentions roll 

With Time into Eternity, — albeit 
The Bword,— or state,— -the silver'd heap, or scroll, 

Chann our rous'd passions with the glittering cheat, 
^till da wa guip, aUui'dj^-by what we deem most sweet. 
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X. 

But mine^— oatenial Nature^ is to b» 

Infatuation's spell at thy fair shrine, 
In the wild wanderings of my minstrelsy^ 

To revel o'er thy charms^ and to entwine. 
The song of praise^ where Fanc/s lays incHne ; 

And whilst all aspirations high^ inspire 
Man in ten^tation of eadi proud design^ 

I seek no fame^^^fair land^— tha^ the warm fire 
Which can accent thy praise> upon my lowly lyre. 

XI. 

Peace to thy hearths^ and Plenty in thy halls^--- 

Could happiness be heard to ask for more ^ 
These^ and the many which our varied calla 

On nature seek^— alight upon thy shore ; 
And when this fleeting life^ which wanes^ is o'er^ 

And Death hath set its seal on this cold frame> 
Glanc'd on this page^ some heart may 'chance restore, 

A passing thought of him*^who9e loftiest aim 
Was to conjoin at last, his Memory with thy name !-» 
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\^kvj> of the foaming cataract^— ;- 

Whose Sairage grandeur awes the sou]^ 
As downward^ thro^ their wave- worn track 

Thy floods impetuousLy roll ;?— 
^^and of the wild woods^ — ^where we trace 

Far as the eye extends its power^ 
One houndiess barrenness of space. 

Since undefined creation's hour. 
When a mysterkras Godhead, first 

Bis glorious works of nature plann'dj^ 
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And ligHt^ and life^ and reason^ burst 

Refulgent from hia mighty hand.— 
Ciixnej— where the voice of Time^— -no daim 

To deeds of glorious cause, can breathe 
Coeval, with the pompous name 

Which Rome to ages did bequeath ;— * 
Whose fields, undviliz'dy'^i-mnknownj 

Were buried 'neath oblivion's shroud. 
Until that Godhead from his tl\rone^ 

Outstretch'd his arm, and, (as the doud 
Sefore the wind dispers'd and driven. 
Which leaves undi^^u'd, the arch of Heaven,) 
Thus, from thy face, be|i^;nly tore 
The veil of ^ight from o£fi thy duire. 
And to the zealous Christian, gave 
Beyond the blue Atlantic's wave. 
Another land, to seek, and save 1— - 

Far in those wilda|,^i^where Wabivsb pours 

Its tributary tide, alongp-< 
Now, gently skirting the green sl^oi^^s — 

Now, darl^y lashing, swifl; iiul strong. 
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O'er rocks, whose varied soeoes, display'd 
The roanng rapid, or cascade^ 
And the thick woods, threw shadowing down 
Upon the iloods,— -their hues of brown ;-^ 
For many a year, untam'd — ^unknown,. 
The Shawanee, eall'd this his own 
Unconqner'd knd; — and rear'd to toil 
And war, to guard his native soil,«- 
Train'd to the bow, — and. skill'd in. chase,. 
Not one, amongst each savage race. 
Whose tribes were scattered o'er the land,. 
Could vaunt of sons, in heart 4md hand,. 
More daring or expert, to sway 
Their prowess 0f«r men,, or prey.-^ 
So joume/d Fate, for many a year. 
And left him in hjs lone career, 
|Iis heart was free, his wants were hm^ 
The twanging bow, — ^the light canoe. 
The wooden q^eav,—- 'twas all he knew^^ 
Or all the aim of avt could sec^ 
In nature's ingenni^^ 
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Adown tiie««]ft«v maid's tide, 

'Twag wonderful to see Jbyn g^Jide^ 

Witk the bold skill <^ one, yt^h^mskbr 

Had felt the icy chill of fear. 

And rule the current with ahand^ 

Whose slender paddle, seem'd)tli#ifEn|d 

Of fairy poweM,-vto guide jJMig 

To the wild numbefs of his song. 

Along the woodsy with iumUe-l«et, 

Strong as the hiieeze,— tfao* ao^^aeUtot, 

O'er mossy trunk, and roeky^way. 

Boldly he foUowed on his prey^*^ 
And even there, — 'twag striking too. 

To mark his arrow as it vflew 

True to its aim; — the panting 4eer 

Escap'd him not in his career. 

The slower bear, and slyer fox. 

That oft the hunter's labour mocks,-^ 

The beaver, whose instinct provides 

Its cell, wher'er the streamlet glides,— - 

The fiercer buffalo, that roves 

Where verdure flowers in grassy groves,- 
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These^ and^iheiiAn^ hj nature giirei^ 

(For where is spaoa» wkere thmea not HeaTvn 

With the free hoaatjn of ita-hMid^) 

These made his daring heut expand 

In active toil^ — so to snpi^y ■ 

The store^ forman'a necessity. 

Year tolX'Ami-jeBM, ^Time shadawiraUy 
And spreads o'er eyerjr land its ^pdl^) 
Thus thro' each age> from saretosoo^ 
The Shawanee's &ene trihftliT'd^Mig^ 
In native ease^ anftjmdergraM.!*^"- 
Ne'er had he seen.the white niaiL's &ee:; 
K led to war^>— tefnet Mi0wa : 
Dark swarthy skin of dusky hrown 
In naked manliness of fonn^ 
And sternness as the gatiwring st<Hrm; 
tJnknown to Luxury's disease^ 
Which enervates man's energies^-— 
The ground his^aopAy—the birdi6n:dQfn0 
His canopy, and wood^Jbirhome^ 
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The sparkling spring, from nature burftt 

To ooolness, — choicest to his thirst,-^ 

The berry rich from plant or tree'^ 

In gushing ripe luxuriancy,— • 

The forest tribe, and finny race. 

The guerdon of his toil« and chase,— - 

Were banquets to his uncloy'd taste 

More sweet than all the charms of waste ; — > 

He saw the SUn in splenddur roll 

And light its beacon to the pole. 

Beheld the moon in beauty shine. 

And made them idols of his shrine ; 

By their strict course, he summ'd his days. 

How oft returning Summer's rays 

Had visited his solitudes. 

And by the star-beam traversed woods, 

When no one beacon shone afar. 

Save some well known presiding star. 

And thus it past,-Hlun autumn's sun 
Its beauteous race had nearly run. 
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The night firM gparkled 'neath the boughs. 

As twilight sank to soft repose ; 

Aroand their bkae>-— the listeners drew,— * 

For even there was converse too. 

The rude, bold licence of the tongue 

To gesture wild, and accents strung. 

And who was he, who held each mind 

To his recital, thus indin'd? 

The Prophet ;— he of all the rest 

Of deeper inst^ct's powm possess'd ; 

Skill'd in astKd<^s pretence. 

Which rules weak Faae/s wayward sense> 

Chain'd his wild brethren by the charms 

Of Superstition's stern alanns. 

And incantation's strange belief. 

To turtii away, the frown of grief,*-* 

And dive into the hidd^ powersC^) 

Of Fate's fast coming fiiture hours. x 

Around the &rey--the listeners stirr'd^ 
And staked, and steitled at his word» 



9S T£CUMTH£« 

Which told of dremns^ both dark and dre^> 

Of dismal Bign^ and deadly fear^ 

Of clouded gky^ and vapouiff mooH^ . 

And night-blast^ ixL wbose moaning tune. 

Prophetic murmurs sigh'd a tale 

Of somethingj, that would soon prevadL— ^ 

The dream was told,—- when^ lo> a sound 

Of quick approach^ made all around. 

Turn with the hurried looks of those 

Who fear the footsteps of false foefr^ 

Who comes ? — a stem^ athletic form 

In grace tho' rude — ^in action warm ;— 

At his advance, the throng withdraw 

With an habitual mark of awe^ 

Whilst from the whispering lips of some> ^ 

" Our CHiEPyr— our chief>"— their murmurs huxAi 

The Prophet stood alone to meet> 

A brother's safe return^ and greet 

With welcome sounds ; — ^^ The chase to-dajr 

'^ Hath surely led thee far astray, 

^' Since day-light long hath ceas'd to bum, , 

" And anxious Hopey ^ught thy return^—* 
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'f Where is the prey ?"— he look'd,— hut, lo,— - 
There hung alone> the spear and how i^-* 
Whilst seriousness, within his air. 
His stem, and sorrowM looks declare.-^ 
*Twas silence long, — the crowd's surprise 
Exchang'4 their fears, with staring eyes 
Of meaning mute ; — ^whilst the chief stood 
In that same pensiveness of mood. 
And scann'd the Prophet with a gaze. 
Which often more than word conveys. 
Turning at length unto the west. 
With left arm folded to his hreast. 
He raised, and pointed with the right 
To where da/s kst expiring light 
Had wan'd to sleep ; — but silent stiU,—- 
What meant that import of his will ? 
The sculptor, who^ in marble vied 

fo emulate the form, and faca 
Of humankind, or deified 

Symbo) of majesty and gvace*^ 

I 
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In that ezplreftHiye form miglit now 

Have found a model to essay, 
(In manhood's strength, and manly hrow^ . 

Where Pride, and Freedom lent a ray 
Of dignity,)— the nobler art 

With which true Genius consecratet^ 
The bright inventions of the heart,. 

When it aspires and elevates 
The mind to the ennobled tarn 

Of the competitors of Fame, 
Thus to embody form and face 

With all but Hfe's immortal grace* 
There, stood the savage of the woods^ 

For even there, did Nature Aower 
In these, her wilder solitudes. 

Some traits of her diviner power. 
In giving man the instinct bright. 

Which prompts to Freedom's glorious light ; 
And to the intellectual ray, 

A feeling which throughout the whole. 
Made blood, and nerve, and reason play. 

To vivify th' untutored soul ! 
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All eyes seem'd aVd^—- but most the gaze 

Of him^ who held the loftier mind 
Of all who stood in wrapt amaze^ 

To watch the feeHngs there combin'd:*«« 

By the great le^irit of the woods/'-— 

At lengthy the Chieftain he addres8'd> 

By stormy sky^ and rising floods, 

Whieh drive the wild swan from her nest^ 

Yet doth the Eagle not appal> 

Which soars as high^ when thunders call^ 
^' To rouse the spirits of the air^ 
^^ By howling blasts and meteor glare ;— -. 

Speak—if to-day> such lot were thine> 

Of le^irits' call^ or evil sign ? " 
Tecumthe tum'd his dark jeA eyej^ 
Upon his bxothei^ in reply^ 
And said^ ^' It is not grief nor fear^ 
'^ Can shake the heart's stern impulse here> 
^' Nor spirit of the diismal swamp 
f ^ Which leads astray by metdor«-lamp> 
" To the morass or. lonely glen^ 
^ "Where hissing s^cpents have t^eir den ^^I ' ' 
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** Brothery— tlie wltite man comes in arms^— * 

'*. See> where yon star shines in the west, 
" He comes from thence, to wake alarms 

^^ And chaaiB us from our knd of rest.— • 
'' Behold, the morning saw me rise, 

'' With the great spirit of the d^, 
" Which shone resplendent o'er the skies, 

'^ To tread the boundless forest's way, — 
" When, lo, methonght, I heard a£ur 

'^ A sound^-^i distant sound, which broke 
^* More awful than the cry of war, 

'^ Which Chippawayan tongue ere spoke,—- 
'' I follow'd on to that far side, 

*' Where Wabash mingles its dear stream 
'* With the great Mississipi's tide,— 

'^ And ptill I heard at times, the scream 
^^ Or blast, which from the echoing horn, 

^^ O'er hill and lake is loudly borne.— 
'^ I saw their watch-fire's wreathing smoke, 

'^ Curl up aboYO the towering oak, 
'* Whose spreading branches to the light, 

^' Kept their pale white forms firom my sight j- 
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*^ And heard the sounds and saw tlie flashy 
'' Whieh darts from forth the musket's mouth 

'^ As when the thunder's distant crash^ 
'' Reverb'rates from the sultiy south ;— 

^^ But by the spirit of our sires 

'^ Which burns in indignation's fires^ 

'^ As the strewn sear'd leaves on the ground 

'^ Scatter'd by 'vrioter's blast around, 

'^ Their scalps shaU bleach on every tree 

^* Tom by oigr heart's st^m enmity 

<< Ere vile oppression shall ordaii^ 

'^ Our bondage with the white man's chain." 

Still, and sedate^ tiie Prophet stood 
Nor by surprise, nor fear subdued 
III outward sign, of frown or start. 
Which speaks the bickadngs of ^e hea^t. 
Wrapt in the wilful^ wild design 
Of making all hie tribe indine 
(And even his brother's loftier soul,) 
To his persuaave art's fsontroul,'^ 
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A thrill of ftear, or word 6f ire 
Might turn their thoughts £rom hiB desire^ 
Of aMring their untutor'd sense 
To own his mind s pre-eminenee 
Gifted as craft's beguiling scheme 
(By token^ tempest^ deed^ or dream^) 
Dispos'd and tried> with treacherous bribe. 
To make him> mighty^ 'midst that tribe* 
" What fear we from the strangers' arm, 

'' If the high spirits of the air> 
f' Fly round us with a smile and charm> 

^' To keep us &om the deadman's lair ^ 
" There is a spell within the doud, 
^* Which speaks its will in thunders loud ; — 
" There is a beacon in the flashy 
'' Which light'nings fire, when wild storms clash ; 
<' There is a voice within the blast, 
'^ When vapours dark are hurrying past ; 
'^ And in the meteor and the star 
'' A sign — ^ta warn us from afar. 
'^ The white man'se^« the forefitt prey, 
^.' And not to rouse us in his way. 
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'^ To lay his scalp and entiail bare^ 

^' As branches with the winter air«^-. 

" Peace to your hearts^— to-morrow's sun 

" Shall scarcely see its day*light done, 

^^ When we will offer sacrifice, 

'^ And call the spirits of the skies 
To speak by token and by sign. 
Which way their awful fates incline/'-- > 
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A shout from the surrounding crowd. 
As the wild tyger'Sj^ hoarse and loud. 
Stern and uncouth their joy bespc^e. 
And thus in rous'd convulsicw Iffoke, 
With coarsest gestures, loose and free^ 
Made known in rude hilarity.-*- 
Tecumthe only, 'midst Uie crew, 
Look'd silence, in its sullen hue,—* 
Nor spoke, in turning to depart. 
If joy or anger stixr'd his heart. 
The Prophet eyed the warrior's £m^ 
And as he tum'd, there strove to trace. 
The acquiescence, which his pride. 
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To all his counsels had .allied ;^ 
But the repugnance to enthrone 
One mind superior to our own^ 
Link'dj even to the savage breast 
The faulty with which all are possess'd> 
And makes vain man the wayward-tied 
Offspring of folly ^nd of prida. 

fc ... • 

The moon has set behind the MQ, 
The air is cloudless^ calm, and still ; 
And all things, save the labouring breast 
Of each wild form, betoken rest ; — 
But Nature, from her fiercest mood,*^ 
Wooes sileQce, — sleep, — and solitude, — 
If storms arise, and loudly ring. 
Calmness soon comes with downy wing;—*. 
The ruder elements alarms, 
Eepose at length in Quiet's charms ;• 
If tempests have arous'd their jar. 
And Boreas whirl'd his noisy car 
On winged wheels, — ^the fleet steeds tire. 
And clamorous winds, and peals expire ; 
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On the fidr bosom of the skies^ 
'Midst sunshine's glowing smiles^ soon lies 
The doud^ in golden splendour drest 
Like Power^ repos'd on Beauty's breast ;— 
On the dear surface of the tides> 
The sparkling wavelet gently glides^ 
Dimpling^ beneath the halcyon sky^ 
Whilst soft winds sing its lullaby ; — 
All nature gladdens^ — glows at last 
In calmer hours^ from angers past^ — 
Until exhausted passions creeps 
Fainting and frail^ subdued^ to sleep. 
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In glittering pomp> and golden car. 

Behold Autimtna rides^— <^ 
Her path^ the trackway of the Btar^— 

Her mirror^— ocean's tides ;-* 
She looks upon the vales below^ 
From azure skies which brightly glow ;- 
She smiles upon the teeming earthy 
As parent at her offigpring's birth ;— 
Her bduntebus lap it is that showers 
The ripen'd fhiit firom hanging bowers. 
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Her plenteous store^ that from her hom^ 

Makes smiling harvests^ gladden mom^ 

When Industry^ as orient wields 

Its flaming torch, — ^there treads the fields 

And dew-drops on the fragrant flower, 

Impearl each leaf within the bower ; — 

And in this land,— ^whei^ nature i^de. 

In wood, and wave of solitude, — 

(Awaken'd only by the peal 

Of thunder, when the storms reveal 

Their strength, or whirlwinds clash their arms 

And rouse the forest tribe's alarms ;) 

Oh, even there^^ — ^'twas fair to see 

The gloving tints from hill and tree. 

In crimson streak, and orange sheen 

Diversified with varied green. 

As Phoebus drawing near the west. 

Guided his coursers to their rest. — 

What, tho* no spiral column crown'd, 

Rear d its high fabric on the ground ? 

Nor gilded palaces vast towers, 

Gleam'd from their marble studded bowers ? 
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Nor all that FoUy's gaudy art, 
(Which throngs the city's humming mart^ 
Blazon'd in feign'd fantastic forms^) 
There spread their frail and faulty charms ? 
There was the scene which nature's hand^ 
Delineates with her magic wand^ — 
There was the cool breeze which the sky 
Wafts on, in whispering melody, — 
There was the forest in its pride. 
Boundless in space, and beautified, — 
The river in its mighty course. 
With cataract thundering, now its force 
And fury ; — ^now the calmer stream. 
Purpled by nature's shadowy beam ;— 
The fragrant earth, and fresher air, 
Embalm'd with many a flowret fair, — 
Wild and luxuriant ; — ^there the note 
From the wing'd warbler's chirping throat. 
Free as the zephjrr^ as they play 
From berried bush, to flowery spray ;-— 
And circling there, the azure sky 
Bright, — ^beautifully vast, on high. 
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With doud of golden^ ermin'd hue. 
To crown the splendour of the view. 

He sinks, — ^the monarch of the day^ 

His beams and beauties pass away^ — 

Leaving the halo of his rays^ 

In one resplendent, glorious blaze> 

To smile his warmest won Farewell> 

O'er leafy bower and mosc^ delL— 

He sinks, — soft twilight owns its reign> 

Whilst, following in his gorgeous train^ 

Fair Hespeni3,-rin silvery car 

Appears, — ^the lovely smiling star. 

Won by his beauty, there to trace 

The last, lost splendours of his race.-^ 

But hark ! — ^what loud notes scare the sweet 

Soft sighing zephyrs of their song^ 
That rouse the woodland's still retreat^ 

And Echo's wildest strains prolong ? 
Behold, around the wood-built pile, 
The Indian tribe in order file^ 
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-Announcing ceremonial lite^ 
IVith sacrifice of blood to*aiight ;— « 
Theirs is no pompous pageantry. 
Of gold, and incense to the sky ; 
No sacerdotal, costly shrine. 
But the untutor'd wild design 
Of offering up their uncouth sound, — 
To the great Manitou around. 
Behold their forms, on which the dye 

Of many a root and berry vies*-' 
To give to swarthy nudity, 

A beauty in their savage eyes;'^ 
And on the brow of some,-— the plume 
Which none but chieftains must assume,- 
From the proud eagle'a pinion torn. 
As s3rmbol of their prowess, worn ; — > 
The polish'd stone, and bumish'd sheU, 
Sole ornaments of arts excel. 
In glittering rows their forma bedeck. 
To grace the ear, and arm and nedc ; 
The ashen bow, and quiver 8trung> 
The tomahawk in girdle hung. 
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Equip them^ as they move akag^ 
To the wild nuiBbers of their «oiig«**- 



Hark^—- hark; 

'Tis the apiritealls^ 

In the thundering roar of the water-falls ; 

Mark^-— maric^ 

'Tis the meteor shines 

In the vapoury swamp,— with its evil n^s ; 

The owl now flies 

With ita dismal cries^ 

And shrieks its note, to the slumbering air ; — 

Hark^— -hark. 

And the spirit mark. 

For it stalks with its wand, presiding there. — 

II. 

Haric, — ^hark, 

'Tis the war sound howls. 

But we fear no foe, tho' he darkly prowls, — 
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'Tia its threalening £»nn. 

But we dare the might of the rudest storm^ — 

Our bows are strung^ 

And our quivers hung>«— 

And the edges are keen of the tomahawk,— 

Come>— ecnne. 

No fears benumby— 

Tho' the spirit glares with its deadly stalk. — 

ni- 

Hark>— -hcok^**- 

'Tis the white maa'a ery^ 

But our arms are nerv'd, and we must not Jy ;•*- 

Marky-^nark^ 

'Tis his awful song. 

But our CSiief is here, and his heart is strong ; 

We fear no foe. 

With ^casa birciieii bow. 

For the ea|;leV]ihim*fnidBS tiie arrow's flight. 
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Our aim flies well^ 

As the deer can tell. 

Then away, away— for the scalp and iight. 

The sounds were hushM, and £cfao rung 
Responsive to the notes they sung. 
The Prophet with the charm he bore, 
Stepp'd forward as the song was o'er. 
And with a torch, one arm sustain'd. 
Now fir'd the pile, — ^whilst clamour strain'd 
Its loudest accents, to express 
The dictates rude of jayfulness.— r 
Thrice round the spot hi& way he took^ 
With murmuring lip and meaning look. 
And rais'd his hands, with gestures stern. 
As fiercely did the wood-pile bum ; — 
Theq from his pouch some incense drew. 
Which to the flames he wildly threw, — 
Swift from ignition there upflew 
Ten t}iousand sparks of purple hue. 
Which in the air resplendent shone^^ 
As crystals glancing i{i the sun. — 
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Again the uncouth sounds on higl^^ 

Were sent reverberste to the sky : 

The Prophet started^ and with sign^ 

Bade them to silence soon incline^ 

And waving thriee his wand — again 

Shower'd forth the incense — but in vain^ 

For still a darker^ deq[>er cast^ 

Of flame, ascended, than the last*— 

He paus'd awhile,— ^d cast his eye 

Up to the starry moonlight sky. 

When swiftly sped, a meteor sent 

Illumining the firmament. 

Shot with the light'nings( yiyid glare. 

And in the west extinguished there^*— 

In gloomier mood, he gaz'd around. 

When from the woods, a hollow sound 

Came on the mgbt breeze,-Hsuch, as they, 

Conceiy'd, — ^foretold Death's threatening prey ; — 

Amongst the circle there arose, 

A trembling fear of coodng woes> 

Awaken'd by the start and thrill. 

Which in the Prophet boded ill. 
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For seldom had their glances seen 
A fear of danger in his mien ;— • 
Sly to perceive;, and swift to turn 
His thoughts to what he might discern. 
Once more, he raised his voice in song. 
Which soon was chorus'd hy the throng. 
And in his gestures wild, essa/d 
To calm the fear each sign had sway'd ;■ 
But in his features were express'd, 
Tl^e labourings of a^ anxious hreast. 
Which ros^ despit^e his deepest art,^ 
To mark disquietude at heart., 

Now rose the accents wild, once more,, 
Which startled £cho with the roar. 
Until a sign again made known, 
Hush'd that loud anthem's boisterous tone. 
And, as the slower of incense sent, 
(Ignited by the element 
Which blaz'd in fiery fierceness there) 
Rose sparkling brightly thro' the ai^. 
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A dearer and more redden'd flame^ 

From the ordeal incense came ; — 

A light across the Prophet's glance^ 

Relumining his countenance 

Now flash'd^ — as when the passing storm^ 

Hath waned^ and sunshine bright and warm. 

Darts all its fervor'd rays^ to ehasd 

The dewy tear from nature's face^ — 

*' I knew it weU, — ^"twas but to shew 

" That we should be prepar'd for woe> 

'' See,— for still redder than of lat^, 

" The flame betokens livelier fate ; 

^' Come, brother, let a joyous cast, 

'^ Smile at the evil signs now past ; 

^' Awake the stnun like that of yore, 

^^ Upon great Missismpi's shore ; 

<* When our brave tribe, the sternest fo^ 

^' That dwell where strift Ohio flows, 

" Dar'd the vile white-man's murderous flash, 

'^ With tomahawk's revengeful gash. — 

*^ What, shall the Shawanee repine 

^* When fate decrees its fairest sigh ? 
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^' Lo^ 'tis the Spirit whidi diflplays 

^' Its will-^hen who shall murmurs raise."- 

" Hold^ brother," — stern Tecumthe spoke,- 
*' There's not one here, but like the^o^ 
'' Can brave the t^npest's rudest sway 
Upon the angry battle-day,-— 
Our arms are strong, our arrows sure. 
Our footsteps can fatigue endure ;-^ 
*^ Our lips which oft have pass'd the day. 
In cravings stern from hungei^'s prey. 
With nought but nature's watery font. 
To satisfy the palate's want, — 
These both in famine and in fight. 
Defy the stranger's sternest might ;-^ 
And these, the Spirit great, inspires. 
Into the offspring of our sires.—- 
^' We want no succour but our strength, 
^^ No weapon, but our arrow's length, 
^^ No incense, but our daring blood. 
No trackway, but the wood or flood. 
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Our war-cry as it was of yore 
'* Shall rouse the silence of the shore^ 
^' And start the wolf or slyer fox 
'' Or vulture from its nestling rocks ; 
*' And if a hand^ or craven heart 
^^ Should play the coward's viler part^ 
" No better fate^— (but still a worse 
'' Shall be his crouching body's curse) 
'^ Than^ what the deadly foe shall feel 
" Doom'd to the life-transfizing steeL"— - 

Scarce had these words Tecumthe spoken^ 

When suddenly upon the ear 
There peal'd a death-shot sounds the token 

Of coming foes^ advancing near ; — 
Swift as the lightning's redd'ning flash 
FoUow'd by thunder's echoing crash^ 
Fiery as the war-horse bound 
At the loud trumpet's rallying sound 
He seized his tomahawk and bow. 
And darting wildly towards the foe, 
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Exdaim'd with stem, and fannied word, 
'' I knew it,— 'tis hk acts favra ezr'd/' 
Pointing unto the Frophst,^*^'' tkem 
'' Hath Folly gtaJ^d ns itt its soan ;**•««- 
Then bounding on, his warwidioop's jwU 
Rang loudly thro* iht fcoett-dell. 
The quivering Hp and quicker eye 
Denote his soul's inteiMsty ; 
Whilst swiftly now-— the ready tribe. 
His valour's energy tmibibe. 
And with an eager fierceness rush 
With half drawn bow, by tree, and bush. 
To hurl the well-directed dart 
Against each foeman's panting heart. 

Nor less determined to arouse 
Each slumbering £^ark o£ Vs^mu'i ]jfe. 

Did his, the Prophet's heart espouse 
The cry to war's tnmuliueus strife ;-^ 

He seiz'd the nearest bow that hnng 
Upon the boughs, which there suiKmodad, 
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And to the contest boldly $fm9g 

As if it waB tike wolf UmiI* bounded 
From its dark deft tomse its prey 
Impell'd by hunger's muddeniag sva)r.-^ 
Onward> tlie fo^ with de«(% boU, 

Which to the Indlaa's luMnngbt esr 
Hissing its murderouft tnOHliny Oftll'^ 

Awoke some dvidden tibrift of ftar :<^ 
Onward her sons^ Cocoxka MBt 

To drive^the MTagB finnt bis Jbdr^^ 
Where he had lii/ied i» cal«i(eintenity«« 

The wild^ yet wuwflestliig tiiene s 
In ambush Imd the IbemaQi laid 
Unta the night'B JKfairBiii^r 0^a40 
Insor'd his f ootsiwfe flie «iMiW 
Of wary-dealiBg vaibfbfalnwn | 
And whilst Ito Jitval fittcfifice^ 
(Which Inr'd the Bka!wsme*» mv^^ipm 
By their false Profhet ihow «UMJitftiiX'4«) 
To its delusive foJHfls <di0il>'4» 
Stole thiM umeeRiHi tb^isr wti««t 
With silent lip^ and naoii^m fe^t 
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To wait the moment ^re to dart 

Destruction on each slumbering hearty 

Beguil'd by Fancy's wayward power 

To hazard an unguarded hour. 

Now^ whilst surrounding Slaughter plann'd 

Its murderous aim with busy hand 

Urg'd by the enmity of death 

Exhaling round its vampire breathy 

Amidst the fury which beset 

Each battling hofi^^ the brothers mety^ 

Sternness was in Tecumthe's eye 

Who haughtily had pass'd him by. 

Nor would have deign'd to accent wordj, 

Deeming it was the Prophet err'd. 

And had beguil'd them by his vow 

To all the ills which threaten'd now. 

The Prophet paus'd, and strove to trace 

Forgiveness in his brother's face. 

Who hurried on to where a close 

Of combat, bore their thickening foes ; 

Wild with the thought of maddening pain 

At that reproof of stem disdain. 
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He flew^ and «b Teetpmtifte'a itek. 
Knelt there with an iufSLuaag ttaaim. 

One smile of JdnduMi to antrast, 
'TwaB all he ask'd^ or waght Bgabk I 
Tecumthe darted down a glaaoe 
Upon the Prophet's onwntOT«K»> 
But in his savage breaet and mood. 
The kindness qpnvag from kindred Uood 
Soften'd his kaart^ and all the lie 
Kindled by Anger's fieraeat &», 
Belaps'd in Nature's £M>d D^m¥« 
Of tender feelingly— i/* Jfwg^ i'^ 
'' Behold the £»e> it boots not new 
^' To waste oar tinie with idle ▼ew,<-<» 
" Go> brother, I .energy requires^ 
'' The spirit bom of valiant «fec^ 
*' And all our ^eeds to»di^ shall tell 
*' Each heart's intend,— «oii> OB,«*«^ew^" 
Amidst the carnage of the fight^ 
^' Revenge" upon their appetite 
The brothers rush'd^ with all the force 
Which Hatred gives to Valour's course^ 
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The Prophet's vnsk, with fogty beat 
To be the keener instrument 
Of driving back the threatening foe- 
Or falling by some fated blow.—* . 
The war-whoop echoed to the.blasi 
As wildly now^ he darted pasty 
And leading on a. desperate few 
Like to the tyger^ bounding flew;-— 
Scarce had he reach'd the formeatman 
Who led the foe's contending: van,. 
And with his tomahawk impell'd — 
That form's resisting fury quell'd^^ 
When swift^ a shot^—- the stem reward 
Of battle^-— on the damp green sward 
Laid his head low^T->yet still as brave 
(Tho' vainly struggling o'er his grave} 
His brand he flourish'd thro' the aur, 
With life's last spirit lingering there,—*. 
And nature's tide, tho^ ebbing fast,-?^ 
Shouted for vengeance to the last^ ' 
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DestraeUv^ War !— ah what ayaik 
The record of thy gory tales. 
Where numhers in contention rife^ 
. Jiiake it more murder than fair strife ;— 
The daimtless Lion, — still must yield 
When hosts encounter on the field 
His stubborn courage, — tho' his fall 
May the most daring breast appal ;— i 
Vain, was the energy which nerv'd 
Tecumthe's soul, — ^that never swerv'd 
From the stem trial, which surrounded 
And Slaughter's very look astounded ;— 
Behold the remnant of his band. 
Who had escap'd its murderous hand. 
Around their Chieftain olos^d,-— to learn 
What were his mandates,— faint, or stern ? 
But, wherefore ask ? — ^with deadlier danger 
From the successes of the stranger, 
Tecumthe's spirit, rose alike 
Sworn to revenge,*'— but never strike. — • 
From tree to tree, — ^from bush to bush, 
O'erpowering numbers, — (as the rush 
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Of tbe rude torrent, swift, and strong.) 
Before their fury swept aloag 
The few, who yet of all remaiu'd — 
And some reButatice still maiutaiii'd,-— 
Tho" such as doth & atmggling fbrai 
Against the fury of tike storm, 
ToBs'd by the boiling-, boisterous waves. 
On some wild ahore, wliere Ocean raves. 

Nor did his valour's sternest deed, 
(Tho' it could olaun tbe proudest meed,) 
Rescue Teeumthe fcam a fate 
Which must embitter life's estate.— 
Alas, too oft the bravest heart 
Must bear the victim's sorrow'd part. 
To drag the chain, or feel the goad 
Beneath affiiction's heavy load; — 
From that wild land, his Hire's retreet, 
Where oft with boyhood's nimble feet 
From rise of sun, to Heeper-star, 
His youthful toils had follow 'd far 
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The eaji^ chase^— now fore'd to quit^ 
Which rather t&nidly than submit^ 
His spirit chose^— Tecamthe's heavt 
Determin'd^ sadly^— to depart ; 
And leave the green> embowering wood 

The favourite haunt of former days;— -• 
His native streams and mightier floods 

Where Wabash^ its broad tide displays^— 
And to the monarch of the sky 
A mirror holds^-^where every dye 
May in reflection's softest grace 
Their own inspiring beautiei^ \racO. 

Oh^ nature ! thou hast yet to shew. 

To erring man^— 4he surer way 
By which his reason can forego^ 

Th' ensanguin'd force of passion's sway ; ' 
Say^ — in the grandeur so sublime 

Which Science^ with each sifting art^ 
(Searches the laws of Fate and Time 

To guide ^e head> or mend the heart : 
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That, the Philosophy we find 

In the stern leagonH of each sage, 
(Which o'er the warm, aspiring mind. 

For loftiest vievi, iti thoughts engage,) 
Shall it afisert,-^hat knowjedge, hatb 

Eledeem'd the haman breast from woea. 
And tuni'd its steps from trucks of wrath 

To that, — whereon tnie virtue glows? 
Shall it assert, — that man inspir'd 

To nobler actiraia, from the lore 
With which hU intellect ie fir'd. 

Hath rear'd contentment on eadi Aore, 
And with the pow'rful aid of art 

Stamp'd purer Joaldce on the heart? 
Made the true laws of reaaou roll 
AlagnanimouB throughout the soul ? 
Turn'd Env/s breath, and Pride's disdain. 
And vile Hypocrisy's loose train 
Of loathsome feelings from the breast 
On which, Integril? may rest. 
And by the force of leamtng's aid 
From vice to virtue, brightly sway'd? 
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Made war alnw its Titm hout, 
And mercy 2ieal tiie wounds ef want P 
And bidding man be ju8i,<**«cckim 
Honour and Justice to hit Iknio ? 

Or mark the MFage of tke wild,««- 

Nature's more Bteni^ ustutor^d child^ 

Born to no faqnirj or art 

But that which springs fkm instinct's part 

Bred to no feelings save the rude 

Desires of an imbridled mood. 

In all that nature can expond,-^ 

Drawn by necessity's demand z^— 

'^Vho knows no law,-*^bnit the stem mi^ 

Which Power oontrouk to sanction rights 

And from the hk)od's wann impulse led 

By which each appetite is fed,-^ 

His wants (aitho' so few}— supplies j— - 

Or darts his animosities 

With all the vengeaaoe, which the burst 

Of passion •ptomptM, to aoger^s thirst ;— <^ 
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Say^ — from which fax extreme of Fste^ 

In all^— -with whidi art doth aboimd^ 
Or ignorance's ruder Btate> , 

The purest gem of virtue's found ? 
Man reads the book of Time^ — his soul 

Enraptur'd by the dream of power^ 
Or Pride^ or folly, — spurns controul. 

But seeks the brightly tempting dower. 
And with his young heart free from stain 

Or the foul trammels of a crime. 
Adventures first upon the main 

Untainted by Pollution's slime i 
But failing in the power to gain 

By means, which Honour first had plann'd. 
Passion, — with all its venom'd train 

Now heats his heart, and helps his hand. 
Till sooner than forego the prize 

Tho' Heav'n be the too awful price. 
He ceases then from being wise. 

And launches headlong into vice. 
And all the wisdom which was bought 

To make him wondrous, 'mongst mankind. 
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Ends in perverting heart and thought^ 

And stamps him^ with rebdlious mind. 
But in the Indian's untam'd breast 

Nature doth all j-^-though 'ere so rude 
The sense or feeling there possess'd 

To cause his joy^ or curb his mood,-*- 
Stilly 'tis the instinct which directs. 

And if some noblw purport soars^ 
He studies not the vain efPects 

With which the sceptic's heart explores, — 
freedom is his, and stem disdain. 

In the resentment of an ill> ~ 
And courage to defend, or kill. 

And fortitude to suffer pain. 
And art enough thro' foresight's skill. 
So to divert or 'scape the snare 
WMch foes have laid to gull him there ; 
'Sor yet deny, in nature's train 

Of ruder virtues, the display 
Of hospitality's domain 

Which to the wanders on his way 
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HiB leafy habitation grants 

With all the warmtii^ wliich 'ere the hand 

Of fair civilization plann'd^ 

To ease some f ellow-bdng's wants :•» 

These all are his, yet these alone, 

Awaken'd there by instinct's tone ; — 

Let sophistry then raise its voice 

And deem from which, imperfect choice. 

Its arts can cull the fairest seed 

To which stem reason can aver 
The fairest meed of praise decreed^ — 

Nor let opinion then demur 
At having once its judgment past, 
To find itself misled at last ; — 
Heaven acts for wisest ends alone, — 
And all men know;—" that nothing's known. 
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Whs&b yet> no stone marks where the Warrior fell. 
Nor marble<-storied cdnmn graven there/ (^) 
What far rememlwanfle bids tiie footstep dwell 
And pause^ to muse upon the{;reen sward's lair ? 
Ask not^ oh^ stranger !—oJ>oes the site not bear 
Thy memory brightly on?— 'Tis Qoeenstown rock I 
B^old the spet^ wheve rictory would.not spare 
Her hero's bloody amidst the battle«Bhock, 
MHiich pierc'd no nobler breast than thine, brave, gallant 
Brock. 
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Wrapt in the shroud with which Time shadows all^ 
Save when fair memory draws the veil aside^ 
And mourns an honour'd fate^ — a hero's faU^ — 
Who tower'd triumphant OQceji, on life's stem tide^ 
And marks with smiles of praise^ and glowing pride. 
Each passing tribute to the valiant deed ;— 
How few^ to whom, ibis glorious lo>t'^ allied^ — 
Yet hath^ Fame's dai^on^ this^ to thee decreed, 
Who flew at £[onour's call> to its immortal meed.. 

It glows triumphant^ tho' no trophied pile 
Or sculptur'd column yet adorns the spot, — 
The genius of the place, still guards, the while» 
Its hallow'd earth, and Fame, encircled lot, — 
And all around, hill, valley, bower, and grot. 
In the warm fancy of the traveller's gazc^ 
Become, the mighty monument,—- of what 
Can never die, whilst memory's glittering rays^ 
$hine on that valiant deed of Heroism's dg^ys^^ 
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^t glows triumphaiit';— -Fanc/s brilliant glasa 
Brings all the gorgeous, dread array to sights 
When led by thee^— «the stem embattled ma^ 
Of valour^ rush^d^ undaunted to the figiity 
And irain Colnmbia^-HMW the power alight 
To pluck the plomage from her outstretch'd wing^ 
Whilst the dread cataract's thunder-echoing flighty 
Drown'd in the roar, of arms,— did vainly ring 
Its Titan-breathing sounds^— 40 loudly did war ^ng 



Its requiem o'er thenly-^-as its yiictims fell; 
tiO, all its traces now, have pass'd away^ 
But like Time's voice with still unceasing kneU, 
.(Echoing the angry tumults of that day 
{ifiagara^ with its elemaim sway 
Seems^ to Eternity to bear the sound 
As if Fame's charms had wooed it to convey 
The mighty peal to ag^fl^— «nd astound 
*|iike to wasfa Uast, which roused itathunder^shopk around. 
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Again^^-Again^ luid: F»te decreed^-** 
The cry, to strife's iafiiriiite dead;*- 
Again had Power^a ordeal liroke 
Its bondj— end ahiughter^s aid beipcdce ; 
From Albiok's shore, 'tiie shout arae 
Whieh deem'd, Coliimhi&'s sonB|««*her foes ; 
The hlue Atlantie saw itat&de 
With strealcs of hlobd, already dyed>«- 
And Pride^-^whose eavse hatii ever led 
To poptQate the grave with dead. 
Beheld the hosts of either land 
With daring heart, and furious hand. 
Upholding with contending might 
By wrongful acts,— the claim of " right'' 
Vain hope,— to think that justice can 
Reform the restless aim of man>— 
Time, with its circling glass hath Tun 
And seen its cause, a moment won,-— 
Fame, with its laurel'd wreath, hath Crown'd 
The brow,— ennobled at its sound. 
The Warrior's arm, — ^the Patriot's fire. 
The Sage's lore, and Minstrel's lyre. 
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AU have upborne^ and proudly. tol4 

Of justice woi^ by action bold ;. 

No clime^ but can some claim advanoo 

To mn a smila fiwm Honour's glance i — ^ 

But wherefore?— -Time^ liath proved it vain,--^ 

Earth must as 8ure>. relapse again 

In terror's and contei^tion's reign^ 

And hea^ fieroe Discord xaisa its cry. 

And Vengjeance. frown with blood-shot eye,. 

And Rapine make its stem demand. 

And Slaughter stalls with murdenius Jiandj^ 

Till Faith and Jttstioe soon forgot, 

Lei^ve stzife, ^0 ^^nuKt of the spot^ 

Such was the docj^Di— which now beheld 
War, with its demon-ery unquell'd . 
Around those shor^as, where deep and wide. 
Ontario, 8pread»Ji$s.gla88y tide, 
And that fam'd cataract's mighty floods 
Awakes the woodland's solitude.—-. 
Hark, to the thaB4^ from afar, 
Lo, the air trembles with the sound, 
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Ad if the elements at inir 

Echo'd their peal of wrath aioiiiidi— 
'Tis where NiAOAaA's fSoamingiall 

Its vast aiid Tohua'd tMrxent poors 
Sublimely g^randj as to i^^pal 

The eye, that from its liNuly sbovcs 
Qazes with wonder ta behold 
Such awful works of nature's inoiddk-~- 
See ! where it ocmies iugiant rwd'. 
As with its waters tm^&^iinf o^er 
Yon summit, with dd&iious boaad 
It rushes, scattering. wvMy round 
The snow-white tonpent's oeaseleBsi^ray, 
Which in the sunshine's glittering ray 
Dazzles, as diamond-drops display'd 
Were shower'd aroun4 thehuge cascade ;— 
And beautiful as Hope,— ^bove. 
In hues reflecting joy and love. 
The Iris, o'er the fleecy wave 
Winds, as a garland o'er a grave. 
Whilst mingled grandeur, awe, and gloom. 
The feelings, at the sight, assume,— 
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Making the wlHde scene seem to be, 
A symbol of Eternity. 

Above yon summits/— Victory's priee 
Had snatch'd the dearest sacrifice^ 
When for the gaerdon there endued. 
That triumph cost a h^o's bloody—** 
To shrine her fame^recordii^ doom. 
On gallant Brock's immortal tomb. 
'Twas the first blow whidi battle ea^t. 
But energy^ snrviv'd the blast,— ^ 
And tho' it monm'd a warrior's fate 
Rose up with valour still elatey— 
To check the foe> (Ck>lambia swa/d 
To empire, — ) sent there to invade. 
To Britain's cause^-v^^^y •act and bribe. 

From hostle feelings oveanton/— 
FuU many a daring. saiv«getr9)e 

Have made that warring df0iid> their.own ;— - 
From wesly*-andn«ankl|,— ihemultititdeb 

TTiId from that beoiuUett tiipriadiiig spaoe^ 
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Have 8prang^-<-a8 wolves at scent of blood 

To run war's loose^ unbridled race ;^-^ 
Where Huron's waters brightly gleam> 
And MissiSBiri poiM its streaM^ 
And further stilly where iM^arce the eye 
Of stranger^ e'er hath traversed by^** 
Fnmi forests— where the hissing snake 
£nvenom'd crawls amidst the brake> 
And deadly ivy^ o'er the ground 
Entwines its poison'd leaves around> 
Behold^ the Indian's dusky form 
Comes forth^ with passion rude^ and warm> 
To echo, war's reverberate knell. 
With war-whbop,— and still wilder yell. 

And, who amidst that multitude 
Of nature's stem untutor'd kind. 

Has shewn an intellect endued 
With more than common powers of mind ? 

Driven from the shore, which was his home 
Where Rapine with voracious hand 
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Had darted down^ and made him roam 

Far from his own^ his native strand : — 

Tecumthb> with that daring fozee 

Of energy^ (which had it heen 

Enrich'd from learning's genial source 

To soar in emulation keen^ 

Would hriUiantly have shone among 

The nohlest of the aspiring throng. 

Who, in the avenues to Fame^ 

Seek the bright record of a name :) 

Tecumthe, foremost 'midst the brave 

Who scorn the hand whioh would enslave, 

Mark'd from the h^ of weaker minds 

Who stoop, to any chain which binds, — 

Unlike to such, — ^with eager soul. 

Sought keen renown at Valour's goal ; 

And emulation, which, when nurs'd. 

May turn to proud Ambition's thirst, 

Rous'd the stem spirit in his frame 

To live at least, for freedom's fame ; — 

He was untutor'd nature's child. 

Free as the eagle on the blast, 

M 
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Which soars svomid on pinions wild/ 

Unoonsdons where its fete is east : 
And fram'd in man's impetaous will 

To make a due return £tir all^ 
True to its endy^eir good> or ill> 

His heart (as he receiv'd,)^et hSl ;— • 
So true it is> that in the fotce 

Of passion's powers from love or hate> 
The soul^ thus guided in its course 

By feelings^ which in all create 
Desires^ to aid> or to avenge 

Some deed awarded to the hreasty 
Rarely allows Fate to estrange 

The resolution there impress'd ; — 
Nature does most^ and vainly may 

Reason^ upon the leam'd> impart 
One fainter throh of purer sway 

To guide the purports of the heart ;•*— 
Nor let one keener word condemn 

The breast^ where nature prompts alone 
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The dictates^ wMdi on instinct's stem^ 
Produce the seed^ its hand hath sown. 

But« hark^ — ^red battle stamps its foot^—* 

The streams are stain'd^ with gory hue>— 
The welkin^ is no longer mute> 

Nor skies^ unclouded to the view, 
A sulphury smoke is on the gale 
And in its sounds a funeral wail ; 
There has been strife, and many a soul 

Disastrous tidings soon must hear, — 
The lightnings ^eamy— 4iie thunders roll, — 

The war-whoop vibrates on the ear, — 
In vain may summer roses twine 
' Their beauteous leaves to deck the fair. 
In vain may valour at that shrine. 

Put on its c^tivating air; 
There shall be deeds, for cjrpress wreath 

Alone to braid the maiden's hair,— 
When Joy shall change its perfum'd breath, 

For the low murmurs of despair ; 
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The sun may rise empurpling round 

Its brilliant canopy of lights 
A golden ray may deck the ground^ 

And nature's incense all be bright ; 
But can it light the mourner's eye^ 

Distended on some kindred's biw^ 
Or chase the cheek of woman dry^ 

Where trickles many a falling tear ! 
Ohj these are feelings which alone 

Can fly earth's most remote domain^ 
When nature, dead to pity's tone. 

Shall thrill not at affection's strain ! 

Winter hath fled,-r-and with its train 
Of sweets, — ^fair Spring revives again. 
The hoary wizard in her robe. 
Encircling round the western globe. 
With icy breath and snowy wand. 
Chilling the verdure of the land, — 
(Expell'd by Sol's more ardent power) 
No longer drives her frozen shower 
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O'er the green manUe of the earth 
Awaken'd now to livelier mirth ;•— 
The flowers are forth^— the birds are wild^ 

And nature glows with soft delight;— 
'Tis man alone who hath not smil'd^ 

For strife hath pall'd his appetite 
For the pure feast^ which reason's dower 
Expands^ for joyanoe every hour ; 
And hath not Fate enough to grieve 
Which the vast loom of Time must weave^ 
And uninvited^ holds its course * 

From an Omniscient mighty source^ 
But that^ weak man must strive hk most^ 
To have his few endearments cross'dj 
By the rude hand of fellow-]dnd> 
Whose lawSj too rarely^ ever bind 
His feelings to the purer goal. 
Where Faith and justice sway the soul ?— 
in vain^ in vain^— War frowns on high. 
And Slaughter lifts its vulture««ye^— - 
And gain,— not glory, is the cry ;-- 
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Gaunt Passion prowls along the plain^ 
And bloody the green-sward^ yet shall stain^ 
Before he seeks to his lair again [ 

Fiery and fierce^ the red sun sank^ 
As if its beams of blood had drank^ 
Yes^ of the tide^ which on that shore 
Had dyed each forest-path with gore^ 
Where now War uttered forth its cry^ 
And way'd its blood-red banner high^ 
^ And the wild savage rais'd his yell> 

A shout> so awful^ deep> and drear. 
That mercy ever sigh'd " farewell," 

When with prophetic throbs of fear. 
It heard the war-whoop on the wind^^ 

Whilst it embodied to the mind 
Unearthly forms, who seemed to stalk 
There, brandishing the tomahawk.-- 
On many a field of blood and strife. 

Each vengeful foe had tried their skill. 
With hissing ball or scalping knife. 

To work the worst of slaughter's wiU ; 
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For with his restless vampire wing^ 

Lo^ — ^Death had hover'd o'er the soil^ 
9«^&rdless where he fix'd his stingy 

Or whom his fury might despoiL— • 
The gale^ o'er Eitis's lake had born^ 
Upon its current, many a mourn ; 
With loud Niagara's roaring flood, 
^een strife had joined its cries of blood ;• 
And broad Ontario's glittering tide^i 
With many a red stain had been dyed;. 
Since Fate, its summons first ordain'd. 
And saw the arm of Pride o'erstrain'd. 
To make weak man the tool of power. 
And doud the sunshine of his. hour<^ 

A year had wan'd,-— and in its flight. 
Wafted the tale of many a fight. 
Where fickle fortune, with her wand. 
Had rais'd the hopes of either band. 
Now hovering 'midst the battling storm,. 
O'er Albion's lion-hearted form. 
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And then displaying to the lights 

Columbia's eagle-crested mighty 

Ting'd with a ray of laiamph's gun^ 

From some contended struggle won. 

Behold^ the present moment teems^ 

With awful hopes from Slaughter's schemes ; — 

Upon broad Erie's ruffled tide^ 

The bulwark'd armaments now ride 

Majestic^ o'er this inland sea^ 

Contesting^ glory's rivalry.— 

'Tis doom'd :— upon the evening gale 

The sulphury clouds of battle sail, — 

The morning's hope, — -the noon-day's fight 

Are silenc'd, 'neath the pall of night ; — 

But what, bright streamers in the rays 

Of setting sun, return'd their blaze ? 

Triumph hath smil'd, but on what head 

Has victory its laurels spread ? — 

Vain, were the import, now to tell. 

Of all who fought, — and aU who feD, — 

Suffice, that war, upon that day. 

Gave tribute to Columbia s sway. 



TECUMTHE. IM 

And saw her proud -flotilla ride 
With triumph^ upon Erie's tide, 

Bat on the near surrounding 8hore> 

Valour grew sterner than before^— » 

And danger, which had shewn its form 

Upon the rising of the storm. 

Urged on the warrior to withstand. 

With daring heart, — ambition's hand. 

Assembled are the thii^-gTown ranks 

Of Albion's force, — on Erie's banks, 

Where,-— Join'd in war's most desperate feud. 

The Indian warrior-multitude. 

Led by Te^umthe's lofty soul. 

Are marshall'd 'neath that chief's oontroul. 

'Tis courage oviy can impart 

Success to war's destroying art,-— 

It leads the van,— '•whilst Fraud, and Force 

Are its stem helpmates of resource ; — 

In vain may skill plan war's deceit. 

If faintly doth the heart's blood beat. 
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And vainer stilly is valour's hope> 
If talent cannot aid to eope. 
Stem Fate upon its frowning brow^ 
Foreboded something awfiil now^ 
And Albion^ with her numbers few^ 
Might vainly hazard to subdue 
The threatening power the foe had brought^ 
If stem assistance was not sought. 
By Britain's chief conven'd — ^now sate 
The martial council in debat6> 
And courted with that deference^ 
Wherein tme judgment shews its sense^ 
(When some commanding talent there 
Makes Reason own it, worth our care^) 
Tecumthe, in the assembled hall 
Was look'd on, foremost amidst all. 

With mark'd solicitude of word, 
Lo, Britain's chief, his suit preferr'd. 
And strove, upon Tecumthe's mind. 
To have his purport so defin'dj. 
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That^ 'midst the tribes^ no thought ahoold lurk 
To make th^m deem it Treason's work. 
When he propos'd, (for dafety plann'd^) 
They should forsake their native strand. 

'Twas said, and every warrior's eye 

Look'd on Tecumthe for reply. 

Who as his wampum belt he took. 

Recalling past events from look. 

When, on each b^ad by art arrang'd 

Memory reviv'd, the thought estrang'd. 

With wildest gesture, and the bold (^ 

Accent of truth, hiis purport told :— 

" Twelve melons have roll'd their changeful rounds 

" Since first awakened to your call, 
" Our tribes confronted every dound, 

" Which War's loud notes of Death let fall,— 
" True to the enterprize we swore, 
'^ Our blood hath moiflten'd round the shore, 
*' And scarce a sun hath lower'd its crest 
'' Behind the forest hillis to rest. 
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'' Bttt it hath glitter'd on the grave 
" Of some who fought^ your cause to save* 
'* Round Erie hath each arm'd canoe 
Brought mfoiy a warlike willing crew^ 
Whose valour^ like Niagara's floods 
Hath swept as wild^ o'er fields of Uoodi 
" Until the white-man's murderous shot^ 
" Hath laid them low in every spot. — 
^' For many a day hath Famine's lean 
" Distorted face^ our comrade been^ 
'^ When dire necessity hath made 
^^ Our footsteps prove their sternest aid> 
•^^ To charge or counteract the foe, 
" Who laid in ambush for a blow, — 
*' And gave our succour to defend 
The cause, — of whom ? — a foe,^-or friend ? — 
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'* The white-man in his hour of need, 
^' Calls on our aid of valorous deed, — 
'* Yet, whilst his tongue demands the same> 
^' Looks down upon the tawny frame. 
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" With which the spirit on each face, 

" Hath stain'd the features, of our race ;— 

" But tho' divided by a mark 

" Which makes the outward semblance known, 
" Shall he denote our heart more dark> 

" And skill'd in treachery than his own ? — 
" Remember warriors round,-;-not more 

" Than twenty summers' suns have roU'd 
" Their sultry march/ — ^when first our shore 

'* Was doom'd, the stranger to behold ;— 
" 'Twas then with smiles upon his cheek, 

'^ He came a friendly tale to bear, 
" And Atabasca's aid to seek> 

'' And spoke in word and gesture fair ; 
" And with the offering in his hand, 

" Which Peace betokens as its sign> 
'' Was welcom'd to our native strand 

" By all your sires, as well as mine ;— ^ 
^' Suspicion bred no thought ofjfSle, — 
'' We listen'd and return'd his smile, 
^' Which falsehood's pre-concerted artsj 
*' By promise, practised on our hearts, 
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We join'd his numbers in the £ght^ 
'^ To check a foe's ambitious might ;-^ 
^ How well we fought^-— the bhMxly stain 
'^ Of slau^ter diow'd upon the plain ; 
'^ And with what triumph of success 
*' Each scalp records it in our dress;*-* 
*' But soon a murmur strange arpse^ 
** Of conference betwixt the foes,— • 
** And the wild war-whoop rais'd of late^i 
*' Was silenc'd into cofA debate ; — 
'' Whilst all the blood, and all (he toil. 
Both spilt and snffer'd for our soil. 
The famine felt, and danger shar'd. 
Fatigue endur'd, and action dar'd, 
" Contemn'd by Treachery's foul hand 
" Which rais'd its death-blow o'er our land, 
*^ Was doom'd to feel its galling blast, 
" As the reward of sufferings past,-— 
" Sold by oppression to appease 
*^ As rank, and restless a disease.— 
'^ And shall the heartless White-man then> 
^< Betray us to the foe again ? 
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*' And from our native shores beguile 

" Our footsi^^ with his cunning smile ?•— 

^' No ; — ^whilst a drop of freedom's blood 

*' Linger's within Teeumthe's breast, 
** His native land of .wood^ and flood, 

'^ Shall be devotedly possessed ;•— 
^' 'Twas the great Spirit who bequeath'd 

** These shores unto our valiant sires ; 
*' And whilst the gasp of life is breath'd,-- 

'^ And Nature's faintest spark inspires, 
'* Our arrows shall maintain the soil 
'^ From Treason's cheat, or Rapine's spoils 
'^ Till, 'midst the dank wild grass, our own 
'^ Worn limbs, shall whiten bone, by bone."— 
'Twas hush'd, and from th' assembled throng 

FoUow'd by every warrior there, 
Tecomthe tnrn'd his steps along. 

With freedom's spirit in his air. 
And that defiance whidi controuls. 
The awaken'd awe of startled souls.-— 
But words must strive, and promise cope 
'£re fortune bids farewell to Hope ; — 
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, For danger shews its palid form^ 
And clouds are prophecying storm^ — 
And keen persuasion^ if it fail^ 
Must bear a bitter-burthen*d tale.— 

Now, by entreaty still renew'd. 
To lull suspicion's angry mood. 
And calm within each forest child 
His temper, as the torrent wild, 
Lo, Interest steps with soothing strain. 
To bring him to convene again ; — 
The chart is spread, — and words essay 
To dear the intellectual ray. 
When to the Indian's untaught soul, 

(Where nature's magnet play'd alone. 
To guide his thoughts to reason's pole,) 

The track, — the stream, and forest's shewn.- 
With all the force of learning's aim. 

More than close study oft extends. 
Throughout civilization's frame. 

Each plan, Tecumthe comprehends ; — 
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And by a promise^— «or a bribe 

Sootb'd to compliance^— 4iU denie 
Soon prompts in ey&ry savage tribe. 

To do whate'er he may reqnve; 
For lavish of whatever dower 

Nature hath shower'd upea kie path, 
Whether to prove his fiery powor 

Of temper, in a deed of wmth. 
Or to extend his means, in what 
Was giv'n, to sustenance hia lot, 
The Indian knows no purer art^ 

Than that which passion's will ctm draw. 
From the recesses of his heavt^ 

To prove the force of natvre'alanr. 

Thy banks. Oh Thames ! are wild and rude(^> 

In this, thy parent solitude. 

Where scarce a dwelfing te the eye. 

Relieves the lone monotony 

Of forests^ on thy winding strandy^ 

Altho* disposed by nature*& haad^ 
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Not here in lofty pomp array 'd^ 

As on those shores alike in name. 
Where Albion's palaces display'd. 

Their art's magnificence proclaim : — 
No pageant here, in golden light. 

Save the fair monarch of the skies. 
Invites the all-astounded sight. 

To gaze with wonderment's surprise ; — 
Yet here, at least, hath nature spread 
The wild flower's rich luxuriant bed. 
And in thy clear and flowing stream. 
Reflected many a beauteous beam ;~r- 
Within each shady copse, the deer 

Is seen to rest his nimble feet. 
And cool him in the waters clear. 

Or browse within thy green retreat, 

Shelter'd from noontide's sultrv heat ;— 
The squirrel on each beachen tree. 
Revels in rich luxuriancy, — 
The songster as it tunes its lay, 

Carols forth gladness in the sound. 
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Wliilst stretch'd beneath^ in some bright ray 
Which thro' the foliage^ on the ground 
Gives all its warmth^ — ^the yellow snake 

Lies basking in the sunny brake ; 
Yet> even in this solitude 

Of all« but nature's ruder kind^ 
Hath man^ his savage will pursued^ 

With wanton vengeance in his mindj 
Thro' tangled dell^ and roaring floods 
To hunt some feUoWfbeing's blood : 
Where Echo soon will loudly ring> 

To every mournful^ murderous cry. 
Which war e'er rais'd on gory wing. 

To mock and maim immortality. 
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Tis eve, — around thy banks. Oh Thames ; — • 
The vast blue firmament on high, — 

Shines beautifully, bright with gems 
Bespangled in infinity ; — ] 

And on the forest's sombre brown. 

The moon-beams cast their splendour down. 
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And cf'er thy watcvs^ as they flow> 
Reflect the undiminifih'd glow 
Of ray8>— «U ehasten'd on the tide 
As the soft blushes of a bride. 
Yet not alone on nature's dower^ 

Of forest tree and flowery bank. 
Does Cynthia cast her mellow'd power ;• 

For hark, the steady martial dank 
Of the tir'd oentinel, — and mark 

His arms now glittering in its ray. 
As from beneath the ^adows dark 

Of yon tall oak, he plods his way. 
Amidst the forest's sylvan scene. 
The watch-fires sparide on the green. 
And shouts of mirth re-echo far, 

Tho' Death is hovering o'er the spot. 
To pour the vial's wrath of war. 

O'er many a fated being's lot. 
But let the sportive mortal's jest. 

Yield all the careless joy it can. 
To foil reflection from his breast. 

And be the wily friend of man : 
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Ohj let him sip the little ease^ 

Which Hope's soft balsam can impart^ 
To lull care's restless rank disease^ 

And warm enthusiasm in his heart ; — 
Smile when he may^ — ^to-morrow's light. 

Must bring to some the bitter woe. 
Which chills the reason's appetite^ 

And makes the sad salt tear-drop flow. 

Night wanes, and lo, the morrow's come. 
Awoke to war's tumultuous hum. 
With trumpet note, and rolling drum, — 
And the loud shouts of savage glee. 
In vengeful wild expectancy. 
Ring on each side th' alarum knell. 
O'er rapid flood, and forest dell. — 
Dispos'd as war's most skilful art 
To foil the foe, can well impart ; 
Around Moravia's skirted lawn, (^ 
The band of Albion's sons are drawn, 
Whilst far extended, left and right. 
In the loose marshalsye of fight. 
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The nmrburnt warriors of the land^ 
Beneath Tecumthe's stem command, 
3y bush, and tree, and tufted mound. 
Make each spot rife with numbers round. 

As the first flash from orient skies. 

When morning darts its rising beams ;— * 
As gem«drops glitter'd to the eyes. 

From whence the dazzling lustre streams. 
Or, as the sparkling foam of wave. 

When freshening breezes wildly tunei^ 
And the enchanted tides now lave. 

And rise, submissiye to the moon> 
Upon Tecumthe's face, there play'd 

The feelings of a thrill that rose, 
(By ardent animation sway'd) 

Of energy, to meet his foes ;— 
Equipp'd as were his sires of yore. 

When war s yell summon'd to the fight, 
'£re the false Wliite-man trod his shore. 

He stands, undaunted, to the sight ; — 
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With eagle pluine alround his brdw^ 

And drees^ whelre every eolour vies 
To make it rich ;•— with twanging bow> 

From which ilw faultless arrow flied^ 
And deadly tomahawk^ in belt^ 
Made of the ornamented felt^ 
Which in the chase^ his toils provide^ 
From beaver's or from otter's hide ^— 
With leggin^ braided to the knee^ 

Above which frowns his dusky skin ; 
Leaving rude nature's action free ;-~ 

And feet bedeck'd with mocassin t-— 
Along the far extended band^ 
He hastes with musquet arm'd in hand ; 
And to the Briton^ who had swa/d 

His heart to combat for their cause> a 

One moment there his steps delay'd^ 

And looking volumes in that pause> 
But said in Valour's lofty term, 

(Addressing Albion's chieftain,)-<»^^ Tell 

Your young men>—- Father^ — ^to be firm," — 

And adding,—" all will then be well/' — 
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The cry is up^ — no daUiance more> 

'Tis War's dread thunder wakes the shore^- 

And time must fill another page^ 

With Slaughter's unrelenting rage ;— 

Away with tears^ — ^weak child of woe, 

'Tis man who makes but man his foe ; — • 

Shall nature smile ? 'tis Glory's game ; — 

Or nature weep ? — ^'tis but the same . 

Rehearsal to procure his fame. 

And write in blood, a conqueror's name : — 

Power, Pride, Ambition, — Glory, Gain, — 

All, — all the magnet's ore contain, — 

And he is but oppression's dupe. 

Who lets his faultering feelings droop, 

And will forego to seize the brand, 

A|mL wield around a daring hand. 

To dignify his name, and save 

His memory from Oblivion's grave. 

iDeath rings a wild alarum far. 
To the reverberate yells of war, — 
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As thro' the <;rackliiig forest's path> 

The hissing ball proclaims its wrath> 

Where^ like the lion for its prey^ 

Tecumthe mingles in the hBj, 

FoUow'd by that wild multitude. 

Who raise their maniac cry for blood.^^ 

Not less a hero^ than the plume 

Of valour boasts^ for Greece or Rome> 

'He looks, ^^ the spirit of the storm>" 

With his stem energetic form 

As when the darkly driven cloudj^ 

Flies onwards to the whirlwind loud. 

And issues Terror from its shroud.-— 

Defiance sits upon his f ac^ 

In all the manliness of grace ; 

With Valour's stem commanding air, ^^ 

And Vengeance partly blended there.'— 

Around the murderous voUies fly,— 

Around the shouts of onset vie,— - 

The shock, — ^the shriek, — the struggling cry 

Of death in all the pangs of pain 

As Battle scours along the plain.-*— 
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Foremost ofali> amidst the 8tri£B»i. .. 
He combats^— dinegardiBg lifiB^*-** 
Urging the tribes^ withall the fwce^ ^ ^ 
Which Valour drains firom Nature's «M>iupe» ; 
And when success had iiearly erown'd 
His efforts, with « Tiotev's sonnd^^-« ■ 
Death hurl'd its m o s s cngerof woe 
And laid his daring apirit low 1 
Struck by an envious ball»<r-wliosa aim < 
Pierc'd thro' his heart's eleotzic framer-* 
Lifeless he dropp'd^ — and as he fell> 
Hope shriek'd aloud a wild Farewell j-^ 
It seem'd as if some -mighty hand> 
Had suddenly upon the land 
Stretch'd a dark melancholy pall, 
I|i this undaunted warrior's fall.-— 
Within each savage bosom^ — ^flight 
Soon clos'd the efforts of the %hti 
When left^ without that spirit's spell 

Which thus exhilaration gave> 
Fate, with a wildly, awful knell 

Shriek'd o'er Tecumthe's bloody grave. 
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For thee> — CHi> Fame^ tiie warrior's breath. 
Offers its sacrifice i9 Death ;— 
And o'er the reiiq;'<d page of Time, 
Where ages give a glow sublime 
To the devoted fate,-<-^hich shed 
A lustre round the hero's head. 
Whether amidst the records bright, 
Which usher Grecian deeds to light. 
Or memorize in lofty song. 
Names whieh to Roman worth belong, 
Tho' s^ndid be tiie rays they cast. 
O'er the far triumphs of the past. 
Eclipsing all that Time can bring 
Upon its swiftly waring wing. 
To offer unto memory's hand. 
Deeds to engrave with Glory's wand : 
May not thy genius. History, twine 
One laurel nu»e at valour's shrine. 
And tho' around the ruder head. 

Of nature's stem untutor'd child. 
The chaplet of thy praise be spread, 

'Midst cataract's roar, and forest wild : 
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Stilly— let thy generous Toice prodaun^ 

One tribate of undying sound 
To grace the fallen warrior's name> 

And kindle memory o'er the mound. 
Where, 'midst the brave, Tecumthe lies. 

Who wanted but the polish'd mind 
Civilization's wand supplies. 

To make him mighty midst mankind. 
When Learning by its magic power. 

Like the bright sun-beam of the sky. 
With genial influence, every hour 

Brings nature to maturity ; 
This, was the only art requir'd 
In him, whose spirit, here expir'd. 
To leave, more brilliantly enshrin'd 
The actions of a lofty nund. 
And hand another being's name 
To grace the immortal page of Fame. 



The Author who employs his pen on any work where the tale^is 
partly drawn from history, is often accused of allowing hn fancy to 
soar too for, and of pourtraying the hero, or heroine of his ttory, in 
an exaggerated manner, and giving fiction too great a scope oyer 
reality ;— >In the present instance, howeyer,— -from all that the Au- 
thor has been 'told of the character of this Indian warrior^ by per- 
sons who were on the spot, when the circumstances (mentioned in 
the poem) occurred — he is enabled to assure the reader that the 
mind of Tecumthe, was one' of those endow'd by nature, with a su- 
perior stamp of intellect, and which was indicated by his appear- 
ance,— 4iis manners, and that quick power of discernment of any 
thing that was offered to his ob8ervation,^-6hewing how far Nature 
had gifted him with a strong understanding,-»and which, had it 
been placed where Education could haye drawn forth the blossoms 
of genius to maturity, would have shone, as one of those great lu- 
minaries, a pride to the past, and an ornament to posterity ; — as it 
is, he must be noticed, as displaying undoubted powers of mind, 
and deciding in a great measure, that we are all bom with different 
degrees of talent which will display their force and brilliancy, 
whether the mind which possesses such, be the child of civilization, 
or offspring of the forest 




Note 1. Canlo I. Page 97. 
As Ihe Beidcr may be unaccjuainted with tlie 
perblitions of the lodiao tribes of North America, the following 
note can in some degree ei plain the peculiarities of those customs, 
whicb are alluded to io tbe Focm, and which were tnade knoHii to 
tbe Author during his reddence la Canada, where it was written. 
The Great Spirit whom the Indtaa uldreBses od all occauons fur 
faiaurable interpodtioas of bia fate, is termed by him, Manilou, ac 
Mancto, and means an irresistible Almighty Being, who is great 
and bountiful ; they have, however, their impressioot of an Evil 
one, whom ihey deagnate ly Matcbamanitou j when ihey wigli 
therefore (o contrast ibeir ideas of the two, ctaey distiuguii,!) the 
good and great One by the term Kasbamanitou, in contradislinctiou 
to tbe other, — ^tbe word Kasha dgnifying, good, and Matcha, evil, 
Tbsir euperb^lions are Etrong, which is the case with all uncivilized 
beings ; and having amongst them indiiiduals of greater cunning 
than the rest, who pretend to the endowments of supernatural 
powere of prophecy, (as in the instance of the " Prophet of tlie 
Sbawanee tribe, the brother of Tccumthe,") Ihe success of any 
iQcssure depends in their ideas, altogetlier on the influence of this 
person who brings it forward,^who is deemed wise in their geae-> 
ration, and whom they suppose gilted with these supernatural ta- 
lents, yielding implicitly to his suggestions. Their sacrifices lake 
place also at the suggestioos of this person, or of any Chief of great 
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weigbt amongst Ibem, and the object is generalli^ lo obtain success 
in pursuits of hunting or figbiing ; these sacrifircB are accompanied 
with prayers, dancing, ringing, &c. The ceramonj' is attended 
with Tarious forms and Tiolenl gestures, which are carried on 
around the pale, on which the olfeiing, such as a buck, or any wild 
animal is suspended, or round the fire where it is to be loasted uT 
burnt, where gum and resin is also thrown at inlervals by Ihegifted 
person, which flames forll|, and fonns a part of tbeir augury. 
They liaye words which they sing or howl together, the import of 
which is always hooting or fighting, and is a constant rcpctitioii 
of tones and words; their only accompaniment is the tambourine, 
fortned of dried skin or parchment. The Shawanee Irilje is noted 



for the greatest number 
known amongst tlie other 
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Note 2. Canto 111. Puge 137. 
The Author is happy in observing, that since these Stanias wen 
written, the foundation stone of a manument, to the memory of 
this gallant soldier lias been laid ; and ii is to be lii^d, [hat those 
feelings which should atti^nd (lie remembrance of such an hercNC 
deed, will be evinced in tile liberal subscription to record bis it. 
lour and deyotedncss. Why bas no reward of a similar noinrs 
been paid lu the memory of the immortal H'alfe, on the plains of 
Abraham ? to whose valour and talent Great Britain owes ber Co- 
lonies of North America, as she does equally their preaerraUon, in 
the outset of Ui^ last war, to the first eilbrts of the gallant Brock. 

Note 3. Canto III. Page 165. 
A copy of the original speech of Tecumihe, obuined trom a 
person who was present, when he made ll, and noted down by the 
bond of the Inicipreter, is in the possession of the Author, but aa 
it would only be adding a document which nobody could under-* 
Btand, and every one must pay for, it has been withheld from in- 
sertion I it agrees in point of general remuk with the one versi> 
Bed, but in nothing more. . 
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Note 4. Canto III. Page 161. 

The aboriginal name of this river is the Essecune-seepe, changed 
by the settlers into the Thames, which modem appellation the Au- 
thor has in this instance preferred making use of, for a reason 
which the lines themselves will best explain. 

Note 5. Canto III. Page 165. 

This action was fought at the settlement of the Moravian Vil- 
lage, on the blinks of the Thames. 
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A FRAGMENT OF A SPANISH TALE. 



But pleafures are Uke popfnes vpteadt 

You seise the flower, its bloom is shed,— 

Or like the snow falls in the river, 

A moment white, then melts for ever !— — Amu. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

Thx following Tale, as far as its unconnected narrative presents it, 
is founded on incidents related to the Author during his sojourn in 
Spain :— >he cannot offer any apology for the disjointed state in 
which it is given to the Reader. The circumstances bearproof, as 
one of the many acts of resistance and revenge, which the war in 
Spain produced, and of the spirit of hatred with which the native^ 
of that country looked on their oppressors, when no means, (how- 
ever dark and revolting, under other circumstances,) was left un- 
tried to free themselves from the yoke which despotism had pre- 
pared, and attempted to lay them under. 



n 
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No shout to Glory's spell sublime^ 
Now echoes round Hesperia's clime ; 
lione in some solitary cave 
Sits Liberty — ^to mourn the brave. 

And strew her tears o'er Freedom's grave ! 

• • • « « 

Land of the olive and the vine. 
Where Honour once could claim a shrine. 
Where patriot feelings, dear to life. 
Resounded 'midst the clang of strife, 
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And Nature's powen electrified 
With thoughtB of Heroism's pride 
Aspir'd to the ennobled aim. 
Of all that freedom Unke to fame, — 
No longer on each mountain height. 
The beacons of thy cauee bum bright ; — 
That lofty spirit which on high. 
Attracted earth's applauding cry. 
That stood upon each sierra's crest. 
And shew'd its corslet's glittering vest. 
And fromi'd indignant, at alarm. 
And rais'd its fierce embattling arm. 
Wielding the faulchion's bumish'd blade. 
To mark what impulse should pervade 
Ths bOBom, nourishing the blov 
Which stamps it as Oppression's foe ; 
Alas, — tho' once its glowing form. 
Like to the lightning of the storm. 
Playing around BOme cloud-capt rock. 
Accompanied by thunder's shock, 
Revenl'd the essence of its fire. 
To rouse Man's energiz'd desire. 
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In struggling for the noble meed 
Of glory^ sprung from freedom's deed ? 
That soul is gone^ — that hour is past> 
Settled to one convuLdve cast 
Of gloomy vapour^ shrouding o'er 
Thy dark and deep*degraded shore. — 

Ofa^ lost to every feeling bright^ 

On which fair Memory can alight^ 

To hallow in thy latter years 

One nobler impulse^ that endears 

The social ties of humankind^ 

Which Honour's sacred hand should bind ; — > 

In vain^ Tradition dwells upon 

The glories of thy ages gone^ 

When fam'd Pelagio's valour broke 

The fetters of the Paynim yoke^ 

And saw the life-blood of their slain. 

Thus fertilize the fields of Spain ! — 

In vsdn^ — ^to muse on every deed. 

Worthy of War's victorious meed. 
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Sach as when scepter'd Charks arose^ 
The terror of his Grallic foes^ 
And Pavia's contest crown'd his <»u8e^ 
With the world's Poean g£ applause ;— 
Or when Grermania's sons ohey'd 
The mighty Alva's powers display'd^ 
And triumph in its proudest strain 
Shouted '^ for Victory and Spain \" 

And must the few devoted hearty. 

Who held their liberty more dear 
Than any gift which Life imparts 
To raise the lot of nature here^ 
In the commingled ruin fall ? 
And have vile degradation's pall 
Laid o'er the silence of their tomb^ 
And slumber in the general doom^ 
Which thy degenerate acts of late 
Have so inglorified in fate ? — 
To hear successless Freedom's aim> 
Decried by Treason's fouler name ? 
And have its meteor-torch sublime 
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Extinguish'd by the blasts of crime ? 
Oh, from the boundless waste of Time> 
Let generous record snatch away 
Those deeds, encircled with the ray 
Of nobler attributes, and save 
From dark Oblivion's noiseless grave 
The soul, with purer thoughts enshrin'4 
Amongst the freebom of mankind. 
And cull the flowers of fairest hue 
Upon the sorrow'd past to strew. 
Inhaling from their odorous leaves. 
The essence pure that sense receives^ 
To memorize what once hath beexj. 
And shed a sweetness o'er the scene !— 



Bright is Hesperia's wide domain. 
Its sierra, — ^forest, — glade, and plain,-—: 
No golden ray that Summer showers 
Upon the Eastern Eden-bowers, 
To light creation's rich expanse. 
And mellow with its golden glance : — 
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No besateous star that ■ofUy shines. 
Which the blue fimuunent enshrinea 
Within its lone of gems— at even. 
To deck the diadem of Heaven :— 
No halcyon sephyr as it flies^ 
To waft a paradise of sighs, 
Diffiising round the languid breast, 
(By noontide's sultriness oppress'd,) 
The cool luxuriance of its soft 
And fragrant air, — ^that scarce aloft. 
Save with a gentle motion weaves. 
Among the green embowering leaves : — 
No wild flowers on the breast of Spring, 
That all their balmy sweetness bring. 
Exhaling incense to the mom. 
For nature's rich redundant bom : — 
No fruits that in profusion crown, 
Autumna's bountiful renown, — 
On bending tree, or spreading vine. 
The parents of ambrosial wine. 
Which art improv'd hath learnt to sip. 
Distilling nectar for the lip : 
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Oh^ vainly^ in each lovely land^ 

Where all such smiling charms expand. 

To throw delicious feelings round 

The frame^ — in sense^-^in sight,— or 80und>-rr 

Vainly may fancy hope to find. 

Allurements brighter for the mind. 

Than what Hesperia's plains unite. 

In nature's gifts to yield delight ! — 

Nor let another ch^urm more dear 
To please the eye,!r— enchant the ear. 
Be unrecorded in the strain 

Which likes no purer theme than praise. 
And would, if truth Truth could but sustain^ 

Choose nothing sweeter for its lays ; — 
For who can ever strike the lyre. 
Nor feel the bosom's kindling fire. 
Tune all its chords, and sing the while 
Of Woman's love, and Beauty's smile ; — 
In every clime the glowing mind. 
By purer thought, and taste, refined. 
Will bend the knee to womankind :-t- 
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And odd that heart must be indeed, 

"Who turns not to so fair a creed : — 

And in the incantations sweet. 

To which the feelings fondly beat. 

The charms which fire, the heart which feds^ 

Match me, those brighter than Castille's ! 

• • 4( • • «. 

Her eye'B dark glance of sparkling jet. 
As if its ray would never set ; — 
Oh — in the orb of liquid blue. 
Fancy mig^ht seek a softer hue. 
But never one that could inspire 
More with the soul's expressive fire. 
And melting then to tenderness. 
Dart all its beauteous glance to bless> 
And win with a bewitching grace. 
And light that love- encircled face ! 
And op some cheek, where all the rose 
Its deeper tint of brightness throws. 
Beauty might lend the richer charm 
Awhile, — ^all others to disarm. 
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But nothing that could so impress 
That soft desireful languidness,— 
Which emanating from the soul. 
With all we deem divinely fair. 
Blends the perfection of the whole 

In paler animatioii there !-^ 
And if her glance was form'd so hright 
Which could thus tenderly invite, 
And if upon her cheek was spread 

The lily, more than rose's red^ 

And if the cestus of her charms. 

Would rouse cold Reason's voice to arms; 

Suspecting Pleasure's arts alone 

Had hound her feelings with its zone ? — 

Oh, think not, it was only these 

Had spells to raise, or powers to please ! — > 

And that the hosom sweetly form'd 
In nature's most angelic mould. 

Was hy no lofty spirit warm'd. 

But to each nohler impulse cold : — 

That glance so heautiful to read, — 

That bosom fram'd for softer deed, — • 
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Could in an awful liour of need, 

Arm'd like n Pallas, — dare maintain 
That gloiiouB contest to be treedj 

And g'ladlf echo Honour's strain ! — ' 
Strange, — that in such romantic dime. 
Where nature has a glow sublime. 
In all its rich abundaacB yields, 
From its luxuriant teeming fields ; 
Strange, — that where wonmn's spirit then 
Could raise a dauntless hand and h^w. 
When Gaul's invading despot sent 
His hoGts as Rapine's instrument. 
That the lilie attribute in men. 
Should fail degenerately now ? — 
Alas, — if in this mournful tale 

Record should note it was the blow 
Of female daring, which laid low 
The foeman's arm in its assail ? 
It were enough to think she strove 
For Honour, — Liberty and Love, 
And waah away the gory stain 
In the o'erflowing tears for Spain !— 



I 
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The matin bell is softly chiming 

Prodaiming round the rosy day> 
The lark its tuneful numbers timing 

Is carolling to Heaven its lay ; 
The sun above the mountain climbing 

Impearls the dew on every i^ray ; 
The stars are waning one by one 
Before that golden glorious sun 
Which rising in its eastern cat 

Enrob'd in every glittering hue> 
Dispels night's sombre shroud afar 

Rekindling nature's smiles anew ;^^ 
Whilst the mild breezes fen their wing 
And brightness beams on every thing ;— « 
But who is she that from her bed 
Alone> — arising droops her head>— » 
And seems as if a weight of pain 
(Like lily fair surcharg'd with rain 
And graceful stem, bent down the while 
Hiding its sonny beaming smile) 

e 
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Reveals, tliHt Gadly lurking there. 
Some feeling of embitter'd cara 

It is her Borrow'd boon to share ? — 

Ab beauteous na the dawn of Spring, 
When first arraj'd on glittering wing. 
And all its virgin tints disclose. 
The heaven from wliich such charms arose ; 
With animation in those orhe. 
Whose living fire all thought absorbs. 
In deeming whence that spark divine 
Had sprung, which tiam'd itself a shrine, 
Daiding OS the immortal ray, 
Of light along the stany way ; — 
O'er arch'd by the dark flowing trese. 
In rich unstudied gracefulness 
Clustering around that forehead fair. 
As if Caliope stood there ; — 
And falling on the neck beneath. 
Where swelling with her fragrant breath. 
That snowy bosom sweetly form'd, 
Reveol'd the tender pulse that warm'd, — 
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Thence^ perfected in beauty's mouldy * 

With all the vivid Fancy's told. 

Of symmetry that ever grac'd. 

The counterpart Apelles trac'd. 

Of her whose look, and love, and smile, 

Imparadis'd Cythera's isle :— • 

Such was young Inez, — wherefore now 

Did sorrow dt upon that brow ?— - 

For such had been the look, whose light 

IXspla/d such charms for rapture's sight. 

When Julian's soul first felt love's flame 

ELindle, — fair Inez at thy name. — 

And wherefore hath affliction's wail. 

Made that pale cheek more sadly pale ? 

Oh, where that eye's delighted ray. 

Which sparkled on the plighted day,— 

When all her soul its homage pour'd. 

And both with mutual love ador'd !•— 

But short had shone that morning-star. 

And joys the sweetest seal'd on earth, 
"When the loud clarions bray'd for War,— 

To those who honoured Freedom's worth 
And called Hesperia's sons afar.-~ 
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Oh^ Love is like the morning son^ 

Rising o'er meads of gems and flowers. 
And dazzling all it shines upon^ 

In fancy's ever blooming bowere^T- 
Scattering its hues of golden light. 

O'er the enchanted scene ef mirth ; 
Whilst Rapture's vision in its flight. 

Revives each joy and gives to birth, 
A dearer, happier hour of bliss, 

To hours, which Pleasure lov'd to trace. 
As ly)pe's indulgent lips now kiss. 

And court sweet Fancy's smiling face. 
Whose syren image, hovering round. 
Thus consecrates the fairy ground. — 
The heart, — (unfolding as the flower 

When first encircled by its team,) 
Yields all, — ^to its expanding power. 

And lightens up a heavenly dream,—' 
And drinking from Love'« bubbling fount, 

A neotar'd draught of sparkling joy. 
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Th' exhialrating powers surmount^ 

And all our colder wishes cloy i— 
Yet in that sunshine of delight^ 

The cup may slip from out the strain ;— 
The star^ that dazzles 'ere so bright^ 

May shoot^ and ne'er be seen agidn*— 

Not as in colder dimes,— -where Love 

Awakes its fainter-beaming powers>—» 
And would its votary's passion prove. 

In looks, half sunshine and half showers ; 
Oh not like this,— the ray which darted 

Its light o*er Ebro's mellow'd wave,— <- 
And to young Julian's heart imparted 

The vision, which such rapture gave ; — 
'Twas not the love to-day endued 

Felt suddenly, then gone to-morrow,— 
But that which disappointed,— -would 

Be fatal, and must prove Life's sorrow ;*- 
Oh, not the love on wings of gold 

That like the insect o'er each flower 
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Nefilas ftwhUe within each fold. 

Then changes with the varying houi^ 
But as the nightingale of May 

Alluved hy instinct to the rofe, 
Enampur'd with the heaateous spray. 

Seeks not another flower's repose !— 
What Fate had led him then a&r, 

'Twas not the wish or wiU ta roTe, 
For Honour in the warrior's oar. 

Guides both his loyalty and Iofo ;•'- 
It was a shout of Freedom's spell. 

Which call'd him from that maiden's eye,- 
To bid all other hope, farewell. 

At the bright sound of Liberty !-» 
There is a magic in thy name. 

Oh, Liberty, — which stirs the soul. 
Inspiring, — ^for a country^ fame> 

Its loftiest banner, to unroll ^--< 
What breast, would bear the name of slave. 

Nor seize the nearest brand, that hour. 
And shout for freedom or the grave. 

Sooner than crouch to despot's power ? 
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Let cypress twine each maiden's brow. 
Sooner than man^ should lose the glow. 
Which makes his generous bosom feelj. 
And stirs the proudly pure appeal> 
To raise the self-defending steel ;-^ 
Unworthy is he> of the smile 

Which still might charm love's happiest reignj, 
Who tamely «toopa^ to bondage yile;,-<^ 

Nor strives to burst oppresnon's chain ( 

• • * % 

There is no tear the eye lets hM 

So sad, the while unto ihe hearty 
j\s when the t^derest fears enthrall 

Two souls just link'd, and doom'd to part,«-» 
The too convincing thrilling press, 
Of the last lingering, fond caress. 
Whilst in each beating bosom'a knell. 
Love feels, yet cannot say, FateweU*'*-^ 
The word seen quivering on the cheek 
Owning the grief it cannot spea]^ 
And the pale tremoi^ of the lip% 
Sinking in sorrow's last eclipse.*—* 
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When Death o'ertakes the dearer ties 

Of life^ and hallow'd memory falls 
Upon the sacred spot^ where lies 

All that, its feeling pure recalls. 
Reason^ impress'd^ that all is ▼ain 
In nature to restore again> 
The form we lov'd^— constrains the mind 
To calmer bounds of grief resigned ;«- 
Bat the incessant^ beating thrill. 
Now sway'd by tidings good or ill. 
As the soul's hopes or fears arise 
In thousand of anxieties. 
Where Feeling points its keenest dart. 
To wound the life within the heart. 
Knowing that Danger fills the path 
Where Love, and Faith must brave its wrath ^^ 
And he, of all the world beside. 

Most dear, — ^its destinies abide. 

* * * « 

With wanton wing, and vision wild. 
Soaring around thro' fields of air. 
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How Hope alliirea the fiill<*>grown child 

To fr<Mne some golden fabric there> 
Creating in each fancied hue> 
Some image beautiful to Tiew> 
And lighting up a fairy ground 
Where sweetest flowers alone are founds 
And halcyon zephyrs only play^ 
To bless the pilgrim on his way. 
'Tis thus from hours of opening youth 

To years^ when manhood's vigour's past^ 
Her syren tongue beguiles the truth> 

And smiling^ lures us to the last. 
'Tis not the dawn of rosy light 

That settles an unclouded eve ; 
When heav'n is blue— and sunbeams brightj^ 

The destinies too often weave^ 
Within the loom of Time^ a pall 

For future Fate^ to darken all. 
And^ oh^ amid the softer scene^ 

Of pure affection's calm retreat^ 
Where smiling with a brow serene. 

Love deems its happiness complete. 
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How often does the liand of woe 
Invisible^ — ^let fall some blow^ % 

And humble those^ whose heart's appeal;. 
Had e'er relied on worldly weal. 
It is^ as if some brilliant light 
Glowing with beauty to the sight. 

In the calm splendour of its raysj^ 
Some sudden whirlwind in its path 
O'ertaking with its viewless wrath. 

Had quench'd at once, its glittering blaase : 
It is, as if the warbling bird. 

Just coupled in the dawn of Spring, 
Watching with instinct quite elate. 

And cooing note, and fluttering wing, 
The blythe return of its fond mate. 

Is startled, as some sound is heard. 
And flpng, sees the spoiler's art. 
Hath pierc'd, alas, — its love-mate's bleeding heart. 



The sun beneath the sierra dun. 
Its glorious race of day had run. 
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The purpled tints of eve were blending. 
And silent dews o'er earth descending. 
The twilight cast its lonely ray 
The curling breeze had died away. 
The waters late in ambient fold. 
Glittering in hues of waving gold. 
Look cold and dulling to the sight. 
Beneath the dusky grey twilight. 
And far the Ebro's bank along. 
The night-bird raised its solemn song ;«-^ 
The linnet and the lark were sleeping. 
Its wonted watch the owl was keeping. 
For, hark ! its distant dismal hooting ! 
And see, the scatter'd stars are shooting. 
Yet leaving not in heavenly space, 

A track their lighten'd course to trace !— 

• « « • 

Darkly idong the crags advancing. 
Their banner'd spears but dimly glancing^ 
Seen in the moon-beam's faintest smile^ 
As winding up that steep defile> 
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The foes in lengthen'd otde^ oohi#> 
Their martial dank-^their musing hum 
Breaking upon the wary ear 
Of the Guerilla ambush'd near.-— 
Two suns had set since first their path 

Had been descried with rancourous }0j. 
And mark'd as victims for his wrath^ 

Which his heart's hatred would destroy. 
Their march with eagle eye is traced. 
And here his hopes of combat placed.— ^ 
To Burgos' towers their journey lay. 
And this must be the toilsome way. 
Which with their convoy they must take ; 
And well he knows each pass, and brake 
Where crouch'd as lies the tiger's form 
Its slakeless thirst of prey to dart 
Upon the unsuspecting heart. 
And drink its life-blood warm. 
Each rugged rock, and rising heath. 
Conceals a champion armed for death. 
Awaiting with his half-drawn breath> 
To launch upon the foe. 
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And hurl the massy fragments there> 
Assailing both in front and rear^ 
And strike the vital blow.-^-* 

The war steed's heavy tramp is heard> 

Approaching leisurely along ; 
No dread of danger nigh occurr'd> 

Amidst the musing escort throng ; 
The curb is loosen'd^ and the rein 
Lies slacken'd on each horse's mane^ 

And, hark, the carol of some song> 
Some troubadour chivalric lay. 
Relieves the tedious plodding way. 
And in a voice both loud and free^ 
Makes the glen echo with its glee. — 
There rose a crag, whose darken'd mas8> 
The foremost of the van must pass> 
'Ere the mark'd signal would command 
The fire of that Guerilla band ; 
The moon, now brightening the whilei 
lUumin'd all that deep defile. 
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And scarce the leadei^s steed kad pan^d 
That flpotj when^ hark ! how fierce and fast^ 
The death-fire with its hissing baB^ 
Open'd upon the startled Gaul, 
And from the yan to rear, there flew 
A wild electric shrill halloo. 
Which rang more awful, than the peal 
Of strife, from the xeeounding steel !««• 

As thunder cloudi(> whose threatening Ibnn, 

When first the tempest's fury wakes^ 
And all the awfulness of storm. 

Into surrounding horror breaks,— <- 
As in collision of the clouds. 
The lightnings from their molten shrouds. 
Dart all their elemental ire. 
And swift along th' electric wire. 
The fluid ruusiy-^from rock to rock> 

So gleams the swift destructive fii^, 
Follow'd by each reverberate shoc^ ; 

And the huge granite stone descenduigi 



THB GUERILLA BRIDE. 9^ 

Headlong adown the precipice^ 

Cmshiiig the limb, that in defending. 
Is hurried in the deep abyss :— 
The shriek of death, — ^the shout of strife. 
In that conflicting st<Mrm of life ;— * 
The rallying cry of souls surpris'd. 

In their avidity to dose ; 
To desperation energiz'd. 

By that assault of ambush'd foes.—* 

The wildness of the roaring Ocean, 

* 
When winds are rudest in ocnnmotion. 

And tempest riots thro' the skies, — ^• 

The fierceness of the fluid flash,. ^ .^ 

« + - 

When clouds knost turbulently dash, . 

And ask a human sacrifice :-^ 
These to the o'er<-astounded mind. 
Awake a tremor undefin'd. 
But scarcdy can sensation sturt 
A scene more awful to the heart. 
Than when the fiery thirst for blood. 
Like the hyena's of the wood 
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Unslak'd^ — voraeious^ — fierce^ and fbnl^ 
Rages within the mortal soul. 
And War, arm'd with Revenge's brand. 
Embattles with ferocious hand. 
Leaving the gory blistering ground. 

Weltering with all its victims round,— 

« « « ir • 

Adown the rough declivity. 

Of the huge mountain's shaggy steep. 
The voUies from the covert nigh. 

Grew less, as dosing fast to reap 
The fruits of well-directing strife. 
The Spaniard rush'd upon the foe. 
With Vengeance aim*d in every blow ; 
Whilst the few Franks retaining life. 
Within a gorge of that high pass. 
Rallied in one devoted mass. — • 
'Twas here that close assault began. 
Which plac'd encountering man to man. 
Where spear, and sword, and poignard thrust. 
Had laid the many in the dust ;<-<• 
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Amid that contesty which now grew 

Fiercer as on the moments flew^ 

Two forms engaging still more near. 

In Slaughter's desperate eareer> 

With valiant hearty and vigorous hand. 

Encountered with determin'd stand.— 

The towering Frank, his helmet hri^^ 

Conspicuous in the dear moon-li|^t. 

Upon the stern Guerilla closing:. 

Their pistol's £ie at £rst opposing. 

Until a spear or faulchion's length. 

Parted alone their sinewy strength. 

Infuriate grown, now rush'd as never. 

Their grappling limbs had meant to sever.*^ 

And he of wild Hesperia's dime, *jf 

In ardour's glow, and nianhoo4's prime. 

Who for his countr/s freedom aiming. 

And by his deeds in fight proclaiming. 

That all the valour, which of yore, 

Spain vaunted had not fled her shcMre : 

Such was young Julian, who had plann d 

This enterprise on Gallia's band. 



210 THE GUERILLA BRIDE. 

And whose stem prowess aimed to prore^ 
How dearer far than life or love^ 
Was the proud impulse which could vie. 
And hazard all for Liberty. 

Who is it flies of all the rest. 
Alone without a bloody vest^ 
Save with the sprinkled drops of those 
Who fell beneath his furious blows. 
And in his eye a glance to read, 
That he hath done a heart-felt deed ? 
Who spurs the war-steed's reeking sides^ 
And flies as if the wind he rides ; 
Or that pale courser^ who outstrips 
All terror by his furious strides^ 
Noted in the Apocalypse ? 
'Tis he^ the leader of the Franks 
Who^ fighting in the foremost rank^ 
And struggling on the sierra's hook. 
But some few fiery moments gone> 
(Whilst all his followers one by one. 
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Beneath the fierce avenging blade 

Of Spain^ an awful debt have paid^) 

Oppos'd to Julian's gallant arm^ 

Had wrestled long in contest warm ;— 

And why does scomfol pride bespeak^ 

The sneer upon his sallow cheek ^ 

And why do baleful flashes roll 

From eyes that tell the thought of soul^ 

Jn that exulting look of hate^ 

And triumph o'er a foeman's fate ?»-n 

Lo^ ere the morning's radiance Mia 

Upon Miranda's neighbouring halls^ 

|Iis sole escape of all^ to tell 

The havoc of his band who fell^ 

Will with triumphant malice own^ 

That in the death of one alone^ 

There was sufficient to repay 

For the disasters of that fray, 

Jn him, who never more would sway 

The sword of Liberty, or wake 

The shout of war, for Freedom's sake ! 
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Worn was that rook, adown whose miiB, 
The wild flower's tendrils long had floBriah-d 

Beneath it ran the streamlet's tide^ 
Which the pure dew-drop lately noiuaah'di«<i 

But now discolour'd by the stain 

Of bloody from the surrounding slain ; 

'Twas on this spot a desperate band, 

9eem'd to have taken long their stand ; 

The broken spear^ — the rifted vest^—- 

The weltering corse^ — and cloven crest,— 

The brow, (on which the fiery glow 

Of vengeance, lately on the foe. 

Darting the energy of strife,) 

Still frown'd with all the ire of life,— 

As settled on the aspect rude. 

Passion seem'd fix'd, — ^besmear'd in blood,—-. 
Wliich, as the spirit pass'd away. 

Was left to foul Distortion's prey. 
Where Desperation had, in death, 
Urg'd the last gasp of nature's breath. — 
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But^ hark ! what ahziek of wild despair, 
Startles the slumher of the air. 
That knell of woe, — 'tis woman's wail. 
That sound hath told a piteous tale. — 
Did ye not mark,— she sprung, — she fell,^ — 

Where hattle, yester^eve most rife 
With havock,— ^am'd its harvest well. 

And Slaughter gnash'd its teeth in strife. 
Another, and another stiU, 

Alas ! that agony of grief. 
With ton^i^ soul-rending, wild and shrill. 

Augurs a pang of small relief 
From the intrusion, — aid or art 
Can offer to the sufferer's heart. 
For, oh ! so suddenly the blow. 
Came to entrance her in her woe. 
That feeling madden'd quite, to think 
Eternity had burst the link. 
Which but a few short hours before 
Had bless'd her life's smooth path-way o'er. 
Upon the cold hard ground sustaining. 

That head, there pillow'd on her breast. 
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Where never more one sorrow paining 
Shall wake him from his silent reBt> 
Her sob of grief 'twere vain to tell^ 
But listening at the maniac's cell^ 
Such frantic tones could well express^ 

The sum of human wretohedness. 

« « • « 

The towering rock by ivy twined^ 

That lifts its lofty head on high^ 
And woos the roughness of the wii^d. 

And splits the clouds that hurry by^^ 
If lightnings come amid the storm^ 
And strike its giant-crested formal 
Propelling from that mighty steep^ 
The crumbling fragments to the deep : 
Tears with its falling mass united^ 

The tendril^ beautiful of late^ 
As ever passing eye invited^ 

And dooms it to the same dark fote^— 
Each fibre delicately wove 
Around its form^ as if thro' love,— 
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Withers beneath the same mde skies^ 
And every leaf and blossom dies ! 



Like to the Ocean's ceaseless roar^ 
Upon some solitary shore^ 
That frets along the pebbly caves^ 
With noon's and night's returning waves. 
And when the tide is ebbing there. 
To the cold bleak wind leaves it bare. 
Strewn with the salt weed on its verge. 
Borne by the keen compelling surge. 
That ever and anon, the form 
Of some pale victim of the storm. 
Heaves i^dely on the wave-worn beachi 
(Whose requiem is the sea-gull's screech,) 
Which to the sight, all fearfully 
Distorted, cast, — appals the eye :^- 
Thus, on the mind's wide sea of thought^ 
By Sorrow^s slakeless feeHng wrought. 
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To shun the voice of human kind> 

And hath to solitude consign'd 

The aovl, that^ rack'd by gnawing pain^ 

May wildly wail, yet weep in vain :-^ 

'Tis thiis the impulses of woe^ 

Beat with their current to and fro> 

Wasting away the care-worn breast^ 

That needs repose, yet knows no rest. 

And sees the phantom o'er again. 

Embodied in the frenzied brain^ 

Where every mom portends the morrow^ 

And its prophetic murmur keeps 
As the lone deep's, — whilst wed to sorrow. 

The aching spirit never sleeps. 
Or like the lone flamingo's flight. 
That perching on some rugged height. 
Shuns every other object, save 
That solitude of wood and wave ;— 
O'er the horizon far, perchance. 
Rising above the blue expanse. 
Some landscape, — (where Joy's features stir,) 
Displays its smile, — ^but not for her ;— . 
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Wooed to her solitude alone, 
And plaintive note's repining tone> 
^he sits and sings ; or led to seek 

Another resting-place^ again 
Chooses some desert spot as bleak^ 

To re-awake her mournful strain^ 

That borders on the murmuring main ! 

« • « « 

Within Asturia's mountain-hold. 

Lies many a spot securely pent> 
Where war ne'er ventur'd to unfold 

Its flag, or raise its insti^ument 
Of direful slaughter, to astound 
And fertilize the green sward rounds 
With the red drops of gory rain. 
That fed the other fields of Spain. 
In many a vale at even-tldd. 

You still might hear the shepherd's reed. 
Thrill on the sierra's ^aggy side, 

Untrod by foe, or foeman's steed ;— 

Or else, to pleasure's pastimes met. 

There might you watch Joy featly move 

S 
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Its step> to song and castanets 

Uncheck'd by care^ iniq^ired by love. 
There^ too^ secure from Rapine's hand^ 

Religion saw her saered pile 
Unsullied by the ruthless band. 

That would her altar's steps defile^— 
Where, doom'd to her monastic life. 

Within the Convent's solemn aide. 
The maiden, weaned from passion's strife^ 

Or trammels of a worldly smile, 
Chain'd to her sanctuary of prayer. 
At least saw calmness round her there. 
Even if in her inward breast. 
Some feeling lurk'd to mar its rest.— 

The novice stood by the altar's side. 
Humbled in every thought of pride. 
Her downcast look, and drooping lid> 
The light of that eye's radiance hid ; 
But as aside the half-drawn veil, 
Disclos'd a cheek intensely pale. 



*■ THE GUERILLA BRIDE. 319 

It nee4ed feeble powers to guess. 

What was the feature's loveliness 

That lighted up a form so fair. 

When Joy displayed its magic there.-— 

Her journey had been long and rude. 

Surrounded oft by jarring feud, 

'Ere she had reach'd that Sisterhood ;— * 
But whence she came, save her alone 
Who ruled upon that vestal throne. 
None knew ;— 4ho' many a scrutiny. 
From whispering tongue and prying eye. 
Amongst the inmates there, arose. 
But not before the countenance 
Of her who sway'd,— dar'd they disclose. 

But meekness in their timid glance. 
They marvel much, and not without 
The import of suspicion's doubt. 
At the despairing mournful cast. 
Over those palid features past; — 
The patient lip,— the pausing eye. 
In silent, sad humility, — 
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The answering look^ devoid of mirth^ 
As if it had no hope on earthy — ! 
The stiU retiring loneliness. 
From aU whose accents would express- 
Kindness unto a face so formed. 
To win the soul's impression, warm'd 
With friendly office, and esteem, — 
But, which when proffer'd,~4» ^m dream 
Awaken'd, suddenly thus started 
A heing, seeming broken-hearted, — 
Not shrinking thus, because it would 
Shun them thro' misanthropic mood, 
JJut as, if every need were vain. 
Towards one who ne'er would smile again. 

Her mind's communion, held alone 
With the ag'd Abbess, who had known 
The little of her former fate, 
'Ere her impos'd noviciate. 
Before that monitress she stands, 
The crucifix within her hands. — . 



THE GUERILLA BRIDE. ni 

Stern and imprescdve was the word^ 

MHiich her conflicting |^080m heard>—- 

Of pure confesBion at the Shane 

Of Him^ omniscient and divihey— 

Of stem renouncement of all aim^ 

Save what respected Heaven's high name^ 

'Ere that intended vow pursued. 

Bound her unto the sisterhood ; 

Of one, who at the dawn of day. 

Thither would hand his righteous way, 

St Francis, was the holy guest. 

Of piety and seal possess d. 

To whom the hdHnirix^ hreast might kneel 

And all the heart's dark thoughts reveal ; 

And in repentance of the past. 

Look fervently for peace at last ! 

The Abbess and the maid are gone. 

Their answering footstep's echoing tone. 

Along the cloister's gloomy aisle. 

Now indistinctly heard the while. 

Is hush'd, — IeumI midnight lone, and deep 

Lies stirless as eternal sleep. 



3S2 THE GUERILLA BRUMp:* 



When Cynthia's rays their .light impart^ 

And nature round is luU'd in sleep^ 
And silence o'er the pensive heart. 

Falls softly as the dews which weep; 
'Tis then, that Memory points her vane. 

To bring the golden past to view. 
Whilst Sorrow, with her lingering train. 

Sighs o'er the latent hours that flew ; 
'Tis then, that Memory bids us hold 

A requiem for departed hours. 
To sigh o'er Time, whose sands were gold^ 

To mourn o'er Joys, whose paths were flowers ; 
And on the tablet of the mind. 

Where record of the past appears. 
Those moments lovely when enshrin'd. 

Are sorrow'd o'er and bath'd in tears. 
The heart a mournful vigil wakes, 

Whilst sorrow sounds the parting knell 
And every hope the while forsakes. 

As faintly breathes its last farewell I 
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Oh^ in that lone Farewell of all^ 

To which the feeling warmly flows^ 
How many scenes^ its thoughts recall 

Too pregnant with our fiiture woes ; 
To stretch cold apathy's dull psJl^ 

And lay it o'er each feature fond> 
And raise around Ohstruction's waU^ 

Where Joy may never look heyond ; 
Alas — such is that tale of Truths 

Felt most in those impassion'd years^ 
When Fate emhitter'd haffles Youths 

And Hope's hright sun-heam sets in tears. 

• « • « 

It is the hour,— when from the East 

Aurora smiles with rosy lip> 
And mom awaken'd to a feast 

Of splendour, — ^tums each sweet to sip ; 
It is the hour, when from its rest 

Fair nature rising, hails the light, 
Wliich warmly showers upon the hreast. 

Its incense* beautiful and bright. 



^■VV ^s^^^^W W^.'^w^ ^9m^^^m^lm^^^- ^np^pK^VI^HH|^' 
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Turning with gratofalliriifii fflU'A ^ 

To Umii tM JMimr finm wUoh it itn^ 
Wko sent the |^aii«M «Mt to gil^ 

All £art]|.^kiit 'jMntfi »i jpHndwii tfowB, 
Oh^ list ye wluKt «b£( wvadt HiWy 

Breathinff ae finni snaie Jkenuniv eottfe. 
That minc^ thii% epd^hirmMiin^ > 

In toiies iDgelieallf teiree^*<<i 
lliro' the calm air nidbdieiis s<riai ? 
nie Ck)HYent «iaMien?% mali<^ iy«Mi^ 
As from their peaceaUe abode. 
They pour their praises to their God ! 
Music^ how heavenly are thy charms^ 
Thou that can'st soothe the soul's alarms^ 
When Sorrow grieves^ or absence pains 
Then sweetest are thy mellow strains^ 
Stealing like balm into the veins^ 
And lulling every care and woe> 
As thy enrapturing numbers flow ! 
Qh, Music's spell must be ccmfees'd^ 
Is sweetest when from woman's breast^ 
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It sounds of softness^ — speaks of love 

Divine as coming from above. — 

The lyre of Orpheus could awake^ 

Tones that made rockS;» and vallies shake^ 

But when her strains^ Cecilia drew^ 

The sounds through every avenue 

Of feeling stole,— such power was given^ 

Entranc'd and charm'd a soul frcan Heaven \ 

• « « « 

The mass was offered up in prayer. 

To supplicate for mercy there, . 

The hymn had ceased, the ritual o'er, 

< 

But where is she, who must implore 

The grace of Heaven, for mortal sin. 

Whose penitence should now begin ? 

Behold, the Sister's quick return. 
Sent to inquire, the sudden cause 
Why she had spum'd, the Convent's laws, 

Oh, what is it, their feelings learn. 

When fearful look, and awful sign. 

Are interchang'd around that shrine. 



And eommui'd witfclbt l^dbpT «H^ 
J^ he, to kiniliwipi #yy.pfta% 
Hfttli fite l9 M^ tiia* haiit «tiiP!% 

H<r malady ?— Niwit nift pufiffm^wj. 
Tho' Upify 1^ wodid AVl lovil^^aii^ 
Siuqpld«Q».daiid|ft.i^ttq^jiiaB* ^. 
|i was tNMiie bdnoiia foSlH^nmh 

(If abfQlatiiift«Teii» ahoidd 
Redeem, sin's fonner hardihood ;) 
For to all question, sigh, nor aob. 

But silence, and a start of pain. 
With the worn spirit's feverish throb, 

Mark'd the sensations of her brain« 

* * • * 

The Arab on his desert strand. 

When whirlwinds have effaced the track. 
Who sees one boundless waste of siand 

Whether he journeys on, or bade. 
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Still clings to Hope's benignant ray^ 

To cheer him in his lonely way, * 

Nor ever deems, his refuge vain. 

In Hope, whils't Life will yet sustain : 

The seaman in his shatter'd bark. 

By ocean's angry surges tost. 

His compass gone, and rudder lost. 
Still seeks swne star's faint glimmering spark 
To guide, when all beside is dark. 
And tho' for sustenance must resort. 

To the drain'd moisture of the sai]» 
Supposes still some friendly port. 

At dawn, his longing eyes, will hail : 
But the wreck'd heart on Misery's shore. 

Knowing its dark extent of woe. 
Is doom'd to sorrow evermore. 

Nor finds one balm to heal the blow ; 
It hath no shelter now in Hope, 

Or any living thing below. 
Adversity hath given scope. 

As a revengeful deadly foe. 



•J 
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To tlie Mi fiayM^J^^w-m'g^'^m^w-^^ -^ 

* * 

" With hmlifis^iffi,jt^jf^^»^^^ .;.. 
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« A Child now c^f^A,4v^^|B^^*- i . , 

" The G8iu|of griefj, the w<MrM iiuiy tecu 

^' She once was innocent^ and none 
'^ With soul more pure, or heart more free. 
Father^ thy years have passed in prayer> 
No pang^ no guilty no marmur there^ — 
Saving that pang the virtuous feel^ 
'^ When sinful hearts^ their deeds reveai> 
" Then spare^ oh spare me^ when I tell 
" The sins and sufferings of my breast. 
Nor spurn me, as thou would'st repel 
" The vilest thing, that Earth possessed* 
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^' Within our valley^s calm retrtot> 

'' Where every morrow that arose^ 
<< Found mild Ckmtentinent own'd a sweety 

^* And joyful threshold of repose^ 
'^ Where Spring came forth^ all deck'd with ^owers^ 

^ And jSkumner erown'd the bright spot o'er^ 
'* And Autumn from her golden bo^ers^ 

^^ Lavish'd her sweets fw Winter'* store,— 
^' Amidst that smiling valle/s train 
" I smiled> the happiest in Spain ;»- 
** This youthful heart was warm, sineiare,'«<^ 

<f Fancy then ever on the wing, 
^' In all, created something dear, 

'' In each an interest would bring. 

And fond Imagination shower'd. 

Scenes of delight, in bliss ^mbower'd '; 
** But 'midst such joyous feelings given 
*^ 1 ne'er forgot, my hopes of Heaven,'— 
'' That still in view,— which way intent 
*^ I think,— 4ny soul was innocent* 
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Such were the thooglite witliiii a breaity' 
^^ Whose dreams of hie, wtra like the rays> 
'^ That gild the Spring time's brightest days, 
" When first, young Julian's form impressed 
'^ The ardent Fancyy-^which will more 
'^ The secret springs of woman's love;-^ 
'^ And thus, love grew till it becama 
'^ The brightest impulse of this finme^ 
'^ Whilst every fond, devoted aim 
" In both, ezpress'd the cherish'd flame: 
" Oh, in our youth's delighted hours, 

'^ When brightest transports fill our hearts, 
'^ We ever seek, 'midst Fortune's dowers 
" One, of the sweetest which it showers, 

'^ That, Love, which mutual hope impadrts, 
^^ When kindred souls together meet 
'' In fond affection, pure, and sweet, 
'^ And every pulse, thro' joy or sorrow, 
" But strengthens what will glow to-morrow. 
'' Yet Love, is of each change and hue, 
^' Which heart can feel, or fancy dream. 
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f ' Oh^ as its visioDB w% poisae^ 

" In youthful honxB, 'tis Hope's bright beam 
ff EocircMiig ^leasuxe's brow^ which yields 
5' The premise of Elysian fields;— 
'^ Bright^ pure^ encfaan^iig^'— €haste> and sweety 
** To some> its looks of softness greet 
'' As if^ 'twere Heaven itself that smil'd^ 

'^ Life's first-born blessing on the soul ;— 
" Yet, often,— wavering,— wanton,— wild, 

'' Its passions baffle all controul ;— 
'^ With soBic^ Us golden moments rmt 
^^ Even to life's last setting sun,-— 
'' With some it mingles up its hours, 
'^ As April doth, 'midst smiles aaddAowets^-^ 
'' And oft, alas! it rises brigiht, 
" To set move drear than darkest night, 
^' And prove a portion of the woe, 
'< Which we are deom'd on Earth to know ;-« 
'^ The brightest sua is oft o'ercast, 
*^ 'Ere noon-tide or the eve are past,^ 
'^ The fairest rose 'mongst thorns will blossom. 

To wound perchance some wearer's bosom,— 
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'' The wave>— whose crystal sar£euse makee 

*^ A mirror^ till the wild stonn wakes, 

'^ SooiL in surroundiiig horror breaks ;-~^ 

'' The bark^ — ^whose beauteous fi»nn now glides^ 

" O'er the blue caverns of the tides, 

'^ May sink, perchance, 'neath where it rides.—- 

" And said I, that my soulli reward^ 

*' Had all its wish in Julian's love ? 
^* And look'd I to tha.t arm to guard, 

*' Wlien fiate should unpropitioas prove ? 
" And did I deem, that, sent by Heav'n, 

No brighter gift on eartji was given.?. 

Wealth, splendour, fame, dominion, none 
** Of these beneath the o'erdrding sun, 
*' Had greater scope to make us blest, 
" Than the pure love, whose sweet behest^ 
" (Of mutual hope, joy, thoughts, desires, 
^* Pledge, peace, prosperity,) respires 
'* In every feeling, every word 
" By fondness hailed, or friendship heard ? 
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'' Yet inthe aenith of cmr joy, 

** When Hepe Tedin'd on PkMiire's bveart,— 
*^ And LoYB, tbo' deem'd a fickle toy, 
''By seme wlio find its niMi^nts doy, 

" (When Patdoii's fiitt loose hoins axe o'«r,) 

'' With «s, Time hat increas d Kiove jhobb, 
'' So fondly was its &ith caress'd, 
" In tiMt soft tie of heing liiest :^ 
'' Father,— thooght shrinks from all the MSt ;-^ 
'' Oh, when the Summer sub^Hbuw dart, 

« Their splendour en the puis iMMMth, 
'' Tis not at snoh an hmx^ the bewt 

'' Suspects the tempest's riidng breath, 

'' Will diortiy kurl some duift of death, 

'' And strike down terror and distsess, 

'' £v'n on the brow of h^pinesB«««- 

'' The mom anN%— ^e &tal monv« 
'' I thought day never look'd so brigfit ; 

(< All nature breath'dits anoena»4iam, 
'' And earth, sod air, were ridi with light ; 
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*' At length with haste-reioimdiiig q»eed^ 
** I-heard a ndse of oomiiig f eet^~- 

** The white.£oBm fretted oa the steed, 
^^ (GrieTs Toiee U loud^-*Fear^8 foatsteps fleets) 
'^ Ala8> how did their tidings fiill^ 
'^ Qn those who trusted to the Gaiil?<^ 
** The foe> he cried^. the treachevons foe, 

'^ Who came with firiendly word to bask 
'^ Within our native vales around, 

'^ Hath torn away the subtle mask, 
'^ And started forth Oppression's sQund, 
'' And Fraad and Rapine in each blow. 

" 'Twas then th' electric thrill began 
Of Freedom^ which like lightning ran 
Thro' ^very patriot heart, whose frame,^ 

*^ Burn'd to avenge his country's name,— 

" And Julian, he among the rest, 

*^ With Indignation in his breast, 

** Became the bravest of the brave, 

'^ Rather than live to be a slave, 

^' And bow to Gaul's usurping knave.-^ 
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f' Oh^ Fiiar^ 'twore in vain to teH, 

^' To one whose soul must know too well 

'^ The misses which our xi&me heiel, c *> 

'^ Where Sknighler^ Hke «he ^Eonigh'd wolfi 

'^ Frowl'd hideonsly with open jaw8,-r 
«' And Force> there hovering to ingolph^ 

« Each spot heneaih its demon dawsi-!- 
« And all tiie raven-brood of wraths 
f ^ Carrjring Destruction in their path, 
" And deaths and dismal-boding shrieks, 
'^ Whetted each hoar thdr blood-slained beaks. • 
f' Twas then, I say^ my Julian rose, . . 
" Deep madden'd with his oountx/a wQe% 
'' And desperation towards its foes, 
<< And hastening with a nobler band> 
'^ Flitted like meteors round the land : — 
^* With every art that Vengeance grasps, 
" And venom, deadly as the asp's,— 
<^ And Valou/s skill, and warfare's scheming, 
'* And sword, and ev'n stiletto gleaming, 
" The dark invader (^en rued 
" The act, his rapine had pursued. 
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'^ In having to dii|govg# Ihe pregr, 
^' Hia Yilkny had home away ^— 
f'Alas! 'twas thflOy whilat pnMuQjr vyingj, 
^' Theur hlood^red tteme» wildly %ii^ 
f' Till all the vale was strew'd wiOi dyings 
^* That^ as load triumph with its ory^ 
^' Made Uie rodcs ring to Victoxy^ 
'^ Fate doom'd his more than gallaat lifej 
" The price of that successful strife^ 
f ' And I^ oacB Mest the most of all^i 
^' Hurried heneath the same dark pall 
^< That stretches^ for the wretched doon^ 
" Of those, still left, a living tomb, 
" Where sorrow o'er the sle^less foniij 
'^ Creeps as the cold sepulchral worm, 
^* Nor, till there'^ nought whereon to feed, 
^' Will ever leave the spirit freed.— 

^^ And what have I to do with mirth, 
'^ Who saw the hand of Horror rise, 
An^ strangle Happiness at its birth, 
^' Even before these tender eyes ?— 
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" And wta'M howJAofOB o^ew Mdfi, 
*^ Pur oountrjr's dwrmn an^ sweetest smite h 
<< I saw my Julian'* bleeding fona^ 
'^ Chill'd was thai heart, <tf Jateaa wacniir-*. 
*' His nobler sooTa disdain of llfo, 
<' When Gkny ealTd him, on to strifo 
Still settled <»Ei the hani^ty lip. 
And his blood-streaming f aulchion's drip, 
^^ Attesting ho^, and not in vain. 
" Hi» spirit had engag'd for Spain ;?--* 
He fought, (as did hi8^ sires of yore, , 
The mountain paths allclotted o'er, . 
'^ Ev'n with the stains of Moorish gore,)t- 
'^ And now, in his. requited £Edl> 
" They weltei^d with the blood of GauL— *. 
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Fatheir>"— the sympathy that flows,—. 
'' The tribute of a feeling heart. 
Which Hty gr^^onsly bestows, 
'^ To soothe Affliction's painful smart. 
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*' Is as the dew of Hefl^oi^ wMch fidk 
« Stealing aleogat twiBght Imur^r-? 
'^ And the fiwt fiUUng bloom reoaUa, 

'^ Of ooiiie deeafing^ diooping ^wet ^ 
*' 8ac)^ is the balm thy wofd tmufn, 
'< That would mf Mgsisb'd flpM^lliloe^- 
" I thank thee for tiie ginenRui booB, 
'^ Thine is no rigid hesrt to qnun^-— 
f ^ Yet it may be^ that fiur too aoon^ 
'' Thou halt rehut'd thy dictates steiii ;•«? 
^' Thine ear hath other deeds to leam^-— 
" Deeds to revenge his life-blood spilt^ 
^' And thoughts that madden'd into guilt ;— 
'.' I mark thy brow already turn 

^' To wraths — ^then spurn me if thou wilt,— 
^* Canst thou look here ? — ^blench not, — ^this hilt, 
^' Hath crimson'd been of brightest hue,— 
With his heart's bloo4> who ffulian slew.— 
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f' But my soul wanders;— 4et me ask 
^' Forgiveness, if my strain hath err'd,— 
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'* This heart hath seldom worn a mask^ 

f< Either in action or in word.— 
'^ Alas ! in childhood's happiest hours^ 

** To rove by fi^en^ and gurgling springs 
** To cull the mountain's sweetest flowers^ 

'^ Or chase the hutterfly^ whose wing, 
** Glittered beneath the golden beams 

'^ Of sunshine^-— beautifully bright^-* 
^^ Such only were the youthful schemes, 

'^ That could my fluic^ then inyite;— « 
" And in those happy sports' career, 

'^ Oh^ who was still my smiling guide, 
*^ And dimb'd the rock, devoid of (tit, 

'' To cull the wild^rose on its side, 
" And wreathing it in flowery bands, 

'* Entwin'd a garland for my Imtow, 
*< Which came the sweeter from his hands ;~^ 

*' My Julian ?— -love, where art thou now ? 
^^ Yes,— thou, whose firee-bom spirit ran, 
" More proudly than in vainer man, 
** Whose word might rave, but who, when need 
^' Required him, dared not to be freed,*- 
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'^ Not 80 thy breast ; to it alike 
** The voice to urge^ or will to nfttike ; 
'' Oh ! had its race been all like thee^ 
'' Hispania would have still been free ! 

'^ The fiery barb is swift and strong, 

'^ Spuming.the power that strives to check it ;- 
** The gallant bark that flies along^ 

*' Scatters the billot that would wreck it ; — 
'^ Yet each too often are.con8ign'd 
" To tyranny of wrath or wind ;— 
" 'Twas thus when Power's invading band^ 
*^ Spread its oppression o'er our land^ 
*' And bade him bear a bondsman's yoke^ 
'^ Or rush to dare its threatening stroke> 
'^ 'Twas thus conjoin'd with some^ that he 
'' RepelI'd the thought of slavery, — 
'^ And with a patriot's spirit rous'd, 
'* The enterprise of war espous'd. — 
'' Within our vale, the foeman's horse, 
" Awhile had kept a pow'rful force,^— 
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^' But now the mandftte came, to say. 

To Burgos some must haste away^*— 

And they departed ; — ^'twere in vain 

For me to tell it o'er again^ 
*^ How Julian fell,— but not before 
^' That hostile foe> in streams of gore, 
'^ Had felt the keen compelling strength, 

'^ Of Freedom's faulchion, steel'd for strife^ 
^^ The greensward measured each Frank's length, > 

*' One only sav'd his treacherous life ; 
" That one, — I tremble to relate, 
'* Father, which way he met his fate.**- 
*^ But I was madden'd in my woe, 
" My Julian perish'd by his blow ; 
^' Oh ! there are i^irits who will prove 

'* Fiercer than tyg^rs in revenge, — 
*' Of any ill for those they love ; 

'^ Howe'er that impulse may seem strange 
'' To calmer hearts, and hope like thine ;-- 
"' The thought ran lightning into mine. 

u 
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" Aa wildest waves, whose rollings flood 

" From Ocean's depths, o'erfiow the ahore, 
" And then recede for many a rood, 

" Then curl their high tops ae before, 
" And spread their surge, and raise their roar, 
" So from the boundless sea of thought, 
" Whose stronger tumults Grief had wrought, 
" Conflicting passions rose to dart 
" Their frantic fury on my heart. — 
" At first I pour'd in plenteous tears, 

" The heart's mute requiem from these eyes, 
" So many thoughts which Love endears, 

" In weeping tenderness arise, 
" To waken Memory's woes, engrosa'd 
« With ail the soul hath lately lost ,• — 
" But Grief, which came at first like clouds, 

" Gathering so fast and thick in ^oomj 
" Had not emitted from their shrouds, 

" The tempest terrihle in doom ; — 
" That soul, who had escap'd with life, 
" From the encountering arm of strife 
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" Return'd alone, to tell the tale 
" For those still living to bewail, 
'* Who still reposing in our vale, 
" (To guard tlie Ebro'e passage nigh,) 
" Mix'd Witt unj^arded levit}', 

" Amongst the maidena of our land, 
" And sought the smile, the archful eye, 

" Or pressure of the thrilling hand ; — 
" For Flattery's is, a sure appeal, 
" With fools to list, to knaves who kneel. 

" Mr will had spnm'd at every word, 
" Which from a foeman's mouth I heard ; 
" Would'st think it. Father, yet the same, 
" Whose sword had pierced my Julian's frame, 
" With adulation on his tongue, 
" His courteous strains smoothe insult rung, 
" Whilst in my breast. Hate curdled up, 
" The poison for his lip to sup. 
" 'Twas on our village annual feast, 
" In other boBoma Hope amsas'd, 
" Those smiles by thougbtless Pleasure cast. 
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" Oh ! how my soul's dark thoughts increas'd^ 
<« In thinking' how I spent the last. 

" The morn^ — the noon had past, and night 
<f Brought joyful notes, and-footsteps light,^— 

** When the mask's revel would begin, 

^' And noisy mirth resound its idin.— 

" My heart had brooded all the day, 
*' And- as. the adder coil'd to dart 

'' Its venom'd tongue,— conceal'd I lay, 
" And gladly saw the sun depart. 
When with Joy's mask upon my face, 
I might desert my hiding-place. 
At length the awful hour arriv'd, 
" When settled in the desperate thought, 

" Whidi all my feebler fears surviv'd, 
" The tuneful revelry I sought ; 

" As sun-set rays upon a sky, 

'' Which holds the wrathful bolt within, 

" Its tenements of clouds, that fly 

*' SmUing in hues of roseat dye, 
" ('Ere the storms wildest blasts begin. 
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" Ajid shadow o'er with eable vest. 


i 


" The Bimny chambers of the weat ; 


] 


" Thus did Deceit suffuse mj cheeks. 


-J 


" With a deep heaic, Uke diwaee. 


■ 


" When inwardly its canker wreaks 


■ 


« Its venom, doth the vitals seize. 


■ 


" And whilst the face surpassing fair 


■ 


' " Appears, has Death seoreted there. 


■ 


" The dance had ceas'd, aud laughter loud 


^ 


" Now wanton'd 'midst the sportive crowd, — 






^ 






" When turning suddenly around 




" To some swift following footstep's sound. 




" 'Twas be,— a chief amongst their host. 


n 


" Who, my stung feelings hated most. 


M 


" Yet with a fiendish joy, — I saw,— 


■ 


" Such as must move th' hyena's jaw. 


■ 


" IVhen on the traveUer's path it hies. 


■ 


" And marks him for its sacrifice. — 


2 
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" He apoke with flattery on his tongue 

'< Aad admiration in his heart, 
" WhicL on his fawning accents hung, — 

" Too well 1 knew the voice of art, 
" And tnming round ss if to flee 
" From hia souI'b importunity, 
" But more to mark with cautious care, 

" What from my bosom's silken vest 
" My vengeance was withdrawing there,— 1 

" He setxed my flowing robe imprera'd, 
" That I was leaving him, when le, 

•' I turn'd, — and plunging in hia breast, • 
" Thin poignard,— with one desperate blow,- 
" (Nay, — start not. Friar,— 'tis in vain, — 
" Despair had madden'd in my brwn,) 
" He shriek'd, and fell that moment dead, — 
" ■Wliilat with the reeking steel 1 fled, — , 
" And 'neath the somhre shades of aight • 
" Conceal'd my well-directed flight.— 
" Thy blanuhing cheek and quivering ^ 
" Denotes that soul's intensity 
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^' Of horror at my bloody tale^ 

'' As if DO earthly prayers avail 

^' Of penitence, my heart could free 

'^ From that dark sin's atrocity, 

** Or cleanse away the oozing slime 

<< From thoughts enseam'd with such a crime; 

'* But Nature oft, tho' fierce is frail, — 

'^ And Passion's impulse will assail, — 

<^ And Love grows desperate in strife, 

<^ And Vengeance heeds not law nor life, 

^^ And Sorrow will produce Despair, 

*^ And where that bro(>d8,-^Hope may beware, 

^* And Reason's sway too weak to quell 

The feelings, when they all rebel. 

Arousing indignation's head 
'' Until ev'n Pity's self be dead 

^' It is a fearful thing, I know, 

'^ For mortal retribution's sake 
'' To lift the hand in deadly blow, 

'^ And our own earthly vengeance take. 
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^ Qnl who k tbeM Ihaft htHk tan itwug;, 
'^ N«r niird the an^t luur iwuTA tttt fqqgi^^ 
ff Aiid einiU aU hnaua Fm^Mi dake 
^ In Mid ForiMMsaiiM'a fldn Uka ? 
f Thj haarti, old aaMi» hath iiflTar ban triad 

^ la aaaiag ane maat Ibndlj laVd^ 
f fitnidc hf a £M'a ahaA a* ihj aUa : 

'^ Thej aanqoi Judges who na'ar waopa pray'dj 
«« Aa wdl to thiiifc tha thniidBr h)aai 
^ ffji^n Mknr not tha Hffi> tn»« g imLf^ 
'' Or deem the doud shall not be diiyen 
<' MThen whirlwinds rio^ thro' the heaven.—? 
" J see thy feelings now revolt 

'^ And deem me harden'd still by Time, — 
f ' And that I grieve my fate, not fault ;— 

*' If such an act is deemed a crime 
*' Then in my mind*s conflicting source 

There spring few torments of Ren^orse. 
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*' Nay, friar,— tell me not again, 

** That time, will soothe my sorrow s pain. 
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" Alae> I feel that all is vain^ 

*' And misery stiU usurps this brain. — 

*^ Oh, there are fires that never quench 

^^ But still their fierce eruption roU^ 
^^ And griefs no mortal hand can wrench 

^^ From the delirium of the soul.— 
^' As the volcano's endless flame 
^^ That bums its fiery flood the same>— •. 
" So the l^ot lava of Despair 
^' Defies all bounds^ and hurries there, 
^' To the abyss where darkness lies^— •. 
^* And Pain, uncheer'd by sympathies 
*' Of mortal kindness, pours its last 
*' Unpitied torments to the blast, 

'* I did a deed that few would dare, 
^' But it was Love, — ^that urg'd the aim, — ^> 

^^ Love that liv'd on, — ^though nothing there 
'^ But its lost phantom, fed its flame ; 

*' Yes, tFulian, thou hadst left me here 

'^ With nought to seek in hope or fear ; — 
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f VMMmk IfiftJMHiteiteiA JikiMdiL - 

^ ^F*^*^^ '^'*!'*'^^ •^Hf*?^ Ti^t^^W^- . 

f TiM»tMMlMBMHlAMnte<i»4fatJttukMnlMi2 

'^ So ]uiT8 nif IwfeVi deln^ye n^n^ 
" Ended in strifo's tempeatoous days, 
And^ I, — ^the bolt> all aeorch'd and riv^j 
By Fate's daxk ti|mults wildly driven^ 
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" Unfit for earth^-TTunown'd in heaven.— 



Yo]^ doud is daiJc, and so am Ij— - 
The lightning,— «ee> — ^hath sear'd mine ey^. 
And seorch'd my brain with Misery's brand ;- 
f ' J saw the fire-ball in his hand ;•«-» 
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•• The fiend,— the Frank,— I saw him come, 
" How was my aense to feeling numb ? 
" That he sliould pierce iny Julian's heart 
" And I, not watching then to dart, 
" The steel into that luthlesa foe ? 
" But I have had my vengeance, now ; 
" And tho' too late, — yet was it gtill 
" Some remedy for all my ill. — 



" But see his image where it stands, 
" And lufea me with imploring hands, — 
" Nay, friar, — tho« slialt not restrain, — 
" It k no loose distemper'd brain 
" That dooms me to its mnddeoing prey ; 
" See, — *rhere it beckons me away ;— 
" Julian, I come, — I follow, — love,— 
" Ha,— it hath fied 

" Hush, — hudi, — my love is gone to rest, 
" I fltrew'd the wild-fiowers on his breast, 
" The mountain rose which he once braided, 
" But see its bud already faded, — 



■i 






Tft- • ^^'^ 




'' And Ifit At •«>*>i^i»^«<» acottttte jsmmUxv** 

*y dwat mil tliT liind alii if Hmwi ' t * 

" Nay, lUrt aat^limfji^'ijlbf^^iti^ ,,,; . 

* * * ' ^ * 

•^ Of b]oodr--4«^ 9tiU U wo^ 

'' And to his ImIidj bosom creepi-f- 
'^ Oh^ lay me by my Julian's side, 
^' For I was once his happy bride,— 
" And let these longing arms enfold, 
" The all they ever wish'd to hold !— 



'^ But hark, — ^it is the trumpet's sound, 
^' I hear its dreadful notes rebound, — 
" I hear the war-steed's distant neigh^ 
^' I hear the foe-man's clank, — away,— 
^^ It was such sounds, that from these arms, 
*' Call'd Julian far to war's alarms^ 
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'^ My limbs wtmU Am^. bat thef are fr8il>-^ 

^' Hark ! how I hear the SisteBs' wail ; 
Hide me>-«alael«-^tiec<^'Brv-«-»1 8iiik> 
How dark yo&preeipiee'fi Mnk^-*- 
See> where the Mm fiend; modLS my prayei^ 
And shrieks^ and pointa t» dadmeea there *; 
Now^ now he dragsy*<«eii ! keep>flie ikat> 
I feel his bnrniiiip touish at last ; 
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See> where the Uoodf q i oofcre ' glidiiB> 
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My soul sinks with himy— uow be stoid^s^ 
'' Again, my trembliaf Itattba te §nsp, 
^' Oh^ spare me> Hea«6%-*<-4 gaap^-**! gtmfr^ 

" Oh, €M . . . . i 

«f # ■ ♦ * 



That swoon hath still'd her frenaied strain. 
And lull'd her beaom's tfaiebWng patn>-— 
The fever mounts into hev braioi 
To quit it, ne'er periiaps again.—* 
The Abbess imd the skterheods 
By that kind Friar sommoB^d there. 






0H .aaM'^xmtam^mmm. 
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It If ft iMHeM^tilitti^llii«ii(ii#' ^4? ^.t? ^>'"v 

Oftiie.«|ifiig^ii«ii^^^ - ' 

. Fleetiiif tofdod ili iMUpMf ^^^^ 
To tlial abyM>ir)i^ 
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And when the fleeting breath ha^ iLed, 
To gaze upon the stirless dead> 
And thinks their reckoning they have gone 
To render at th' Ahnight/i$ throne ;— 
Earth hath its terrors to behold^ 

But nothing that can e'er impress 
Such awful thoughts^ as when the cold 

Pale form in utter lifelessness^ 
Before us in its. white shroud lies^ 

To warn us what we must become^— 
Like that o'er whom we moralize^ 

A tenant of the silent tomb ! — 
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Not months^ but days had scarcely flown> 
When from the Convent's tower^ a toll 
Was heard of sad and solemn tone^ 
For some departed Sister's soul^ 
Gone to the goal of all its terrors. 
With all its virtues, — all its errors !— • 
Few were there who could more than say. 
That to the Convent's walls she came,— 
And tho' 'twas known, a former day 

Had heard her by another name,— 
St Aokes were the words alone 
Carved on that solitary stone. 
Which stood within a lovely spot. 
Reposing, as a thing apart, 
(Ev'n as of late, — ^her broken heart,) 
Where odorous plants and flowers grew not. 
But here and there a snow-drop pale. 
The only kindred thing to wail. 
And shed its soft, tho' scentless bloom. 
Over the silence of her tomb !— 
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Wliap»ci^lriiipi»liHiii^li^ 
Hs nidi'df lor UlM^^tt[lMl||fiHh|y 
And looniiiig l^il»^ii«i»%iiM^ 
(Fit tomibiloiio £Mr4lw3Ai9i(iHl%Mi%) 
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MINOR POEMS. 



ODE TO SPAIN. 



Oh^ land of Hesperift who burst 

The chain of Oppresnon of yore> 
When Liberty^ gloriously nuvs'd> 

Drove the inMel Moor from tiiy- Shore ; 
When mMe ^^a^o anreke^ 

rAU-heairts to the glowing appeal^ 
And the «imof thy Valenr^ resfdendenliy'broke 

On the plains- of 4hy native Castile. 
Oh^ where is the ^re of thy ancestor fled ? 
Is thy offspring less brave^ or thy Liberty dead ? 



1» 
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QDIl ICO 8IP J^. 



Iiel Honor hnj^ liiee Mijeir^ . 
UIm tlM «ld0 of tlqr oim Mnitf^. sl^^ 

(ILm^ V|I|^ mrif^ oafl tdbgrnag to li» ipIov»— 
Tho gwiiui of FiootaA diq^bfi^ 

A obiq^ 0^ fine te ^ ImTji 

Her iltMni of Liberty i|oir ?' . 
And ^ Uood wUioh 1m» iowo^ and tUdeoAi H ontoh^ 
Of i^kffy* bo liniiii'd by woolrnoM M>d iImio. 

Arise^ — ^let the glow of thy ores 

A light of its splendoiir impartj^ 
'£re the call to thy valour expire^ 

And powerful appeal to thy heart ; 
Tho' Tyranny still should oppress^ 

And Fate throw a shade on thy name^ 
The Valour that strove to redeem its distress^ 

Has a claim to the tributes of Fame^ — 
But the hand that covldl crouch amidst Freedom's, appeal^ 
Deserves all the woea of the dungeon aijd steels. 
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Remember thy trials of yare^ 

Reflect on thy pages^ enshrin'd 
With deeds which have hallow'd thy ahore^ 

On the memory bright of mankind ; 
Rekindle the pride which of late^ 

Receiv'd all the praises of earth, 
Wb«n the deqpot of Gaul, strove to 8al|y thy state. 

With the seal of Oppression and deartii. 
And the sons of Castile proved thar spirit so bnve. 
That their £artime8 wete sworn to^tixeir-frtedam orgraw. 

Shall they, who the eagle havB fbil'td. 

When borne on the same inoiicd Uwt, 
At length by the nayen despoil'^i 

Be food for its glutton vq^astB 
Oh ! iponer than fetters should gall. 

The arm wlddi the £AQlchion conld wiekl. 
Let snUsnObliviMi stretch forth its 4a»k pall. 

And. dash down dts' wand on the 'field. 
Where Man.ooa]d.£i»get that his honour alone. 
Was the guide to the greatness, his deeds could •enthrone. 
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Aii^ Ka thii dfinnnfif iti> innn 

When daring Ambition arose^ 

A^d led on its myriads to fight. 
And Earth was one war-ofield of foe» 

To combat for freedom or might f 
Oh, what were the shouts they retum'd h 

Grerona stood firm to her shield. 
And proud Saragossa indignantly spurn'd 

The mandate, which summon'd to yield ; 
And Spain, then triumphant, look'd forward with joy 
To ker o^q strength, and Albion's, her foe to destroy- 
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Oh^ bright is the tribute of glory) 

And sweet is the guerdon of toil^ 
Where deeds live immortal in story 
To honour the sons^ and the soil ; 
The laurel for them ever bloomings 

The brow of each warrior entwines^ 
And the torch-light of Liberty^ brightly illuming^ 
Reflects their proud trophies and shrines ;— 
Oh^ think ye, that Sparta> or Rome^ until now 
Had immortaliz'd been, — ^but for Freedom's avow ? 

Awake> then. Oh Spain, from thy slumbers. 

Bid the Bourbon of Gallia depart ; 
Oh, think of the shame which encumbers 
The dastard, who nerves not iiis heart ; 
Oh, think of thy mountains and vallies. 

Thy shrines, and the maid of thy love. 
And the home of thy sires, around which feeling 
rallies. 
Each thought which is vile to reprove ;-^ 
There are spirits which charm, but the soul of the brave^ 
Is a speU, o*er which honours eternally wave. 
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Hark ! hark ! to tke tminpet blast sounding, 

'Tis Liberty snmmons tko call, 
There mint be a spirit rebonhdiogv 

Which lives to its freedom or fall ;-- 
Behold ! Earth aMBits to eztel thee. 

The dajHitar of glory is high. 
And tiie Genius of Histmry standi to enr^ thee, 
Amongst those who conquer or die :«-> 
On, on to thefield, as tii^ tide of the wind, 
And Hesperia shall live iii the hearts ef mankind. 



Note.— These Stanzas were written at the time all hearts, (but 
particularly those in Britain,) were anxiously awaiting the efforts 
Spain would make, to oppose the yoke of the Bourbons of France, 
in their attempt to dictate laws and tenets to her, — ^but which ended 
so disastrously, — and causing the melancholy reflection, how use> 
less had been the effusion of so much valuable blood and treasure 
by Britain, in a former cailse of independence against the one- 
headed Titan, — when another monster, armed with four, sprang up, 
(as the hydra progeny from the blood of Saturn,) to carry awe and 
oppression around. 



ODE, 

Written on seeing Mr West's painting of " Dsatb on the Palm 
HoEsi>*' &c« taken from the sixth chapter of the Revelations. 



I. 
Hail^ mighty star of Science^ wonderous aft> 
Nature's fair mirror^—- Paintings hail to thee ;— 
Where on the glowing canvass wrought^ we see 
Poiprtray'd the passions springing from the heart/-* 
As If, Promethean-like^ the life would starts 
Making past scenes almost reality^ 
Where genius hath inspir'd the guided hand. 
The forms of things,— the features so to trace^ 
That Nature's blandishments, all light, all grace. 
Could not with all their beauty, more expand 
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The soul in gazing ; — thou to humankind 
Hast pav'd one path tu Immortality, — 
Witness the maeter-trork of Raphael's mind. 
Him, on whose ashes centuries hare heap'd 
Their mass of yeais, — and yet thro' all has reap'd 
Accumulating praise, and loftier name, 
The magaet in his art, to lasting fame. — 
Tet not to him alone the only praise, — 
Others have been, and some there are, uho will 
In future ages, admiration raise ; 
The light of true-born Genius ne'er decays ; 
And thou. Oh, West, art one on whom, far jeaii 
Shall pour their tribute, and exalt thee still; 
For it is Time that hallows, and uprears 
A shrine to Fame, this ever shall be thiofi. 
Where'er the hnnd-works of thy Talent shine. 



Behold, the tyrant Death, on that Pale Horse, 
Hell, and its fiends fast following in his course,- 
Vengeance upoft his brow, — Scorn in Us air. 
And all that baleful murkiness of wrath, 



Which frenzied from his hideous eye-baUs glare. 
Darting destruction as his courser fliea, — 
Earth's sinful race, the awful sacrifice 
To bis remorseless mge, and fiery Bcath ; — 
Around Iiia form, that aable mantle throwH) 
A deadly symbol of his deadlier malice, — 
Hiding his livid £eah, whose ghastly hues 
Speak of the grave, and sinew, nerve, and bone, 
Outstretch'd in furious energy, as though 
Vengeance could not reek forth the torturing hate 
Which bolls, convuls'd in enmity's hrim'd chalioe ; 
Wltilst from his hands, the thunderbolts of Pat« 
To thousands, gleam thro' thousand avenues. 
Dealing his wrath around ; — his courser too 
Savage, untam'd, whose nostril'Snorting breathe 
Infectious blasts impregnated with death. 
Scattering relentlessly on every side. 
Seems (as with lashing mane, and tail) to fly 
And bear this herald of Eternity, 
Swifter than Ocean's most impetuous tide. 
Or £oIu8, when in the whirlwind gushing. 
Or mountain torrent down its cataract : — 
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iUi If wtato laiiiittiii^ltt^iaM tittf Alt 
IVi wiitt OMto hnmimg iDp<iitMt^tai'tt»»r -^ ' 
litl kti^ ttiir ! iiii giyia# i l^t ila rt lit dl 
Tilt UBiMwn hi irfyiy^iytt idtekiq^iy '^ - : . * 

« 

HMiT«DMtd^JteMaiiDtr; tMt^^lW^l^ 
WliMifynilinAitMliillMi^^ * 

Features sunk in fuile luEggard^— eyies ^thst dwini 
In all the last wild lingmags of Despur, — 
Fonns^ who raise shrivell'd hands^ as ^to dasp 
Some gleam of Hope^ which phrenzies o'er thieir brow ; 
And some releas'd from their last mortal pun. 
And others whom grim Slaughter's sword has slain^ 
The last spark which their bodies can inherit. 
Of this Life's fleeting transitory^ spirit. 
Passing to other worlds ; — there, as we trust. 
To live in peace, o^ suffer what is just. 
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III. 



But mark yon group, the man wildly entreating- 

With look of agony, and mingled dread. 

And arm uprais'd to that Pale Horse's tread. 

On whicli aita ghastly Deatli, — (who hurrying by, 

Down tramples allj) beside him, one, the Sear 

Hath robb'd already of her breath so fleeting, 

One, by his eye's expressive agony. 

Who must hare been his bride, and more than dear ! 

The last pale tint of rose is on her cheek,— 

The last faint ray of blue ia in her eye,— 

Shrouded by golden tresses drooping by ! 

The Iris of the storm, whose beauty glows 

Even in death, and sainted lustre throws. 

As tho' she only slept; — whilst on her boeom 

In lifelessness there lies, a new-bom child. 

The faded relics of one morning's blossom. 

Nipt like its parent branch, whose looks bespeak 

6uch sweetness, as if Nature thus begull d 

And made it almost mockery yet to veep. 

Veiling death, as 'twere renovating sleep^^ 

A!p9 ! does Memory draw no painfnl thought 




Magi la •wM^rtMiii^MM:*'****: ' 

liBk'ilBOMk 

■0ttt to WM ^n ll r fcw r Am ^*^ - FW l tlM fc j l ■•■<>■ ' 
athHatmm^mt iwiiirMhii^Harl> •■^-i i-^'^ 
4b«, ^ tut nMt«M IW*«M>Mifti» 7^i«»'i •>»' ' 

From the dark thread of myaUrf nnraTels 
Life's joys, or Borrowe, — fortnne, or ita trowjt, ■ 
Beyond Man's setting up, or ctwUng down I 

IV. 

Again, mark DeaA, who towen,.persi^fied 
On that bold oanvasi, — ^nhe mankind ■asaili. 
And in that ghaatly portmit, tells of tale» 
More harrowing than the nevsT'-an^i^ tide 
Of worde, which «age or sophiit ever trroughtj ' 
Or all the stem iolemnity of thought. 
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Teeming in pithy diction ;— 4hi% behold 

Nor deeply scan^ without the awf ol cast 

Which makes all sense of feeling then wax cold^ 

Whilst o'er the hearty stem trath's reflectioa pass'd^ 

Warns that his grasp must reach us all a^ last. 

AH, this is sol^mn^ — striking to the soul^ 

Leaving no thoughtless levity behind 

To lure the sceptic with opinion blind^ — 

But rousing sense^ to rivet to the goal 

Of Reason^ — ^truths which cannot pass away : 

The being's end^ and endlessly beginnings 

Of deep Eternity's o'er hanging day. 

This is in' Deaths that messenger of Fate, 

Who, all our passions must annihilate ; 

Grandeur in smiles^ or viciousness in sinning^ — 

Joy in its bud^ or Beauty in its bloom^ — 

Hope in its warmth, or Fortune in its winning, 

« 

Each are partakers of one common doom ; 

Life's wisest lesson is to contemplate. 

That all Pride's pageantries dose with the tomb. 




#^ ■ 






THE PASSIONS, 



I. 

When our first parents forfeited Eden's fair bowers^ 

And inherited Earth with its woes. 
From that sun-set' of bliss, sad and dark were the hours. 

And dim were the visions that rose ;— 
Amidst all their sorrows, some scenes to beguile, 

Tho* Nature pourtray'd to the sight. 
There was many a cloud to o'ershadow each smile. 

And distrust to unsettle delight. 



THE FASSIONa. 



II. 



AmUtion arose, and display'd to the soul 

■ j|mw»*»ito^in> mill iiiiiii-ft'tiui '' 



in. 

Tbfl Bsxtf TtmUiful Lore, irith its trewes of goldj 

4iid a look of mmplicUf came,-— 
AU e^ in a npture now tum'd to heboid 

Its beautifol eontonr of frame, 
Bnt Mon the pale totek whicli it held in Its Iub^ 

W»f triced bj the giMsp of I>e»iie, 
And entiping off Love,— lo, ttu^ flew mind the land, 

And Mt all the poniona on fire. 
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Now Rich^ appeared with magnifideiieordvesfi'd. 

And awhile gave a joy. to the 8ceii^> . . 
Bat soon eyery violent thought^ as a guest 

Disfi^^'d its iMiate Jby their mien; 
An uproar hegajij yrW^t amiid^t tiie. loud dio^ 

Where Fraud, Force, and Folly held swayj 
A wizard call'd Avarice stole slyly ia> ' 

And carried mo^t treasure away. . ; 

V. 
Caress'd by all these, — ^in a spacious domain. 

Now Pleasure its votaries receiv'd,*—" 
And soon all were seen in its fanciful train. 

For a time of their sorrows bereav'd,-— 
But launching too far, without Reason to sway. 

Who alone knew what bounds to refrain. 
They were seiz'd by Intemperance watching for prey. 

And hurl'd to the torments of Pain. 



In hig hand gleani'd a wand^ on his temples a croi 
'Twas Power^ in his grandeur and might; 

All flew with their homage^— 'till fir'd by his fam< 
Some mortal to ape him now chose^ 

But vile in his nature^ a monster became. 
And completed the world with its woes. 



LOVE AND 



It chanc'd upon a Stunmer^s dby, . 

Young Lore went fbrtii upon his ramUee^ 
When Time^ who pase'd along the way, 

Smil'd at the ntsf nrchin's gambols,—- 
With coorteoos words now interdiang'd> 

8aidLov«!y ''- As it is sunny weatiier 
111 join your walk,** so (^t&ey rang'd 

In pleasant fellowAip togetiier.**- 






» 



■ ? 



<L^^^ 



Bafr Itt Miw^BMppiMiBf i|g|i^ ^5« ? r ^ i - 

III. 

The mid-day sun now long liadipast^i . 

When Time^ whose flight 18 his existence, . 
As onwardly his glance he cast^ 

Again heheld Love at a distance^ 
And swift^ o'ertaking, hy his 8ide> 

Urg'd on the god> who would not mind him. 
But wearied^ not a word replied, / 

And soon, too jEM)on droop'd far behind him^ 
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IV. 

The q>ortive Hours with fostering sinile> 

Now strove in vain young Love to cherish^ 
^Vhilst Hope> imploringly the wlule^ 

Saw by degrees^ her bright dreams perish^ 
She lingered near^ — but all was o'er^-— 

(Tho' Spring reviv'd each flowret's blossom^) 
Time never sought the truant more^^- 

And Love expir'd upon Hope's bosom ! 



fitt '■ f ^K^'t I'k ti 



** 
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I. 

Friend of my soul, why droops thy brow 

With many a silent, sad regret,^- 
Oh, why that look so altered now. 

From smiles which beam'd when last we met ; 
Is it that friends untrue have prov'd. 

Or Fate hath doom'd them to its thrall ? 
Or is it she, the most belov'd. 

Hath caus'd the deepest pang of all ? 
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II. 

Oh^ chase that tear which sorrow brings^ 

Let Friendship's voice be thy repose^ 
Or dip Hope's raiment in the springs^ - 

From which some brighter Memory flows; 
The lucid drops refreshing fast^ 

The spot where blooms fair Pleasure's flower^ 
Will^ with its fragrance^ chase l^e past^ 

And charm thee to some happier bower. ' 

HI. 

'Tis not alone from Beauty's smUe> 

'Tis not alone from Ilope's bright rays^. 
Whose visions dazzle to beguile^ 

That Life obtains its happiest days ; — 
For^ ah^ the flowers of Beauty fade^ 

And ah^ Hope's dreams decay in hue> 
And hearts forget the vows they made^ 

When Life was young> and Love was new 




T1aadi|ilti'il«la»ril%<T; ' ' 
T»>»«lltM.»llt liH muM; 



THE SENSITIVE PLANT. 



I. 

Young Love> who is ever upon the win^^^ 

Went forth to indulge his joy^ 
The sun gave a splendour to every thing, 

And Fortune smil'd on the hoy ; — 
He roam'd all the day in Pleasure's bower. 

And sipt each sweet where he flew. 
No charm was wanting to wile the hour. 

Till night-fall its curtain drew. 



s 



«. \» 



Bat 9(1^ bewnia dnky AM fiur tito sMi^ 
Wkare he eipcb'd on fl^ bttbi^ soM^ 

41i»*wlifif« could he find Ike loe aMfM^s biewt^ 

*• 

9ttt Jutt eslie fiivlter'dlielieiKdtlie d|^ 

Of ft «mt^l<i» Tfiee IJMii^ 3VM ntt. 
And wUh anlleB 4m Ms lip^ and wa»»& i» Us i^ 

Pifley^ idl hit clianmi to enden:. 

» 

III. 

All iuglit-^e-«ouch'd on that bosom fair^ 

And slumber'd in dreams of bliss^— . 
No rapture so sweety but 'twas bis to share^^ 

From the balmy ^^^ ^o ^^^ ^^ r — 
But waken'd at porn^ — ^lo ! he. tHrn'd to depart^ 
. Wlien she uttered with trepibling concern^ 
" Wilt thou leave me. Love, with a rifled heart> 

" And never, no, never return ?" 
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IV. 
Love sooth'd her with Hope> and hade her not 

Be sorrow'd^ hut said he would come> — 
Then away he flew^ — ^but her mournful lot 

Ne'er saw him return to that home :— 
She pined herself fast away with 6rief> 

To a Sensitive Plant she grew^ 
And ever since then at a touchy shrinks the leaf 

And withdraws all its charms from the view ! 



TRANSLATION, 

From te Italitii of Iffomet's M a itf i eg O B M HML 



i«4« 



^ KfFt ^, 1 4iiM4 «itb Mm. ^Lovd Bjfoi|},#tiMimaN»gmiie- 
naa*tlioaft^ (S^giior dt Breme) «t MOaiiy almigw^ the celebrated 
Montii^^W* fittwi liboirt Botftrf # iad^lM ^inm^oawa^ adced, 
wliidi^winitiMtirdlMmoitlMsiitiM irecms oonqpoaed dmiag the 
iMl^fiitiiryiiiKpeiidiy Italiaiior Engliali? AH preeent agreed m 
iwniping the fint tw«|Te yenee of Ifonti's BBcm, 1m Me e dner oi d - 
ana ^ of which Monti, was good enough to recite them to us ;— I 
looked at Lord Byron, — he was in raptures, — vide Stknbal^ 



As when the lamp for want of nourish'd care. 
Burns with an arid thready and palid glare^ 

And dwindles low, and faint its former fires^ — 
Whilst flickering in uncertainty the while^ 
(A love of life> supporting still its smile,) 

In one last effort brilliantly expires ; 

* A poem composed on occasion of the death of the celebrated 
geometer, and poet, Lorenzo, Mascheroni. 
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Such was that soul refin'd^ whose mournful dooni^ 
MThilst Age still flourish'd verdantly in bloom^ 

Snatch'd every fond hope from Italia's eyes^ 
That^ harass'd long within by painful stings^ 
Grasp'd weary for escape^ spread forth its wings^ 

And glittering brightly mounted to the skies ! 



LORD BYRON. 



For Lycidas is deBd,^dead *ere his prime. 
Young Lycidas,— and hath not left his peer :— 
Who would not ting for Lyddas ?— he knew 
Himsdf to tingt^^ind build the lofly rhyme i^B^toiu 



2 A 




Theie 19 something suikiugl; impressive, (mare tlian in (be doom 
which J3 Lhe cammon lot of muikind,) in contemplating the fall vf 
Genius and of greatness. Wbether the being who is laid low, was 
ooe that ruled thousands with the sceptre of power, or commanded 
the admiration of as man; b; the might of his talents, and brillianc; 
of bis productions; — to the latter, a regard extends itself, which a 
peculiarly striking in being made more particularly acquainted 
with the opinions, and Uie powers of the man of genius through his 
works, and having his ideas in the most forcible and brilliant man- 
ner laid before us, witli all the beaut; of sentiment, and colouring 
of language. 

This feeling, perhaps, baa never eitended itself more slrongl; 
and ditTusely, tban in the present instance. There never was a 
mind, t may venture to affirm, that, during its existence, enchained 
so many by the. power of its talents, and captiTUted so much by the 
grandeur and loftiness of its muse, as that of Braou. With what 
sensaiions of regret, then, did the literary world lament the ex- 
tinction of BO bright a lumioary, — sdll young, yet already confi- 
dent of inomortalily, — still aspiring, although pinnacled on tha 
lummil of the temple, bis flight was ever, like the eagle's, still 
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i»dl<i»a<fMgqi g«iugi rftocy»hai«ibiit^gtife 



ndta w« iw nttm piirt t «i ite wM^ «li IUmn; 



Ami ■ 







flaws gia6a6i% •» Ihe vatevtisadiag. Jfi^»7tii«HV«^:M'4iM 
commiiiwiR alone ^lith tbe BMSfc ■Bmiagi liMMfc bIBm lihigi iiiiJ> iiwit 
awful MaQciatimii>/9f sense aMifteli^gw : i^^ftrwHu^aaanidi^ysitale 
of love jmd teo.def nflq i , -* HJbrUio iui mlh Jhis j p o e itBi ^tommwmAmpst^ 
row, or awes us witb bis desci^Eitums of steni sublmt^-asidl ap* 
paUing lerroTy and if tbe Brose Eosayist oanias ussdong widvtmli 
in a direct and unbending course to his object^ ^ihe. JRoet94eadiBg 
us through the beautiful labyrinths of iatcUectiial gsao^ and bril* 
liant scenery, draws from our hearts the most pleasing aenaalieiiB^ 
and waftiiig «a i^n the wings of fimcy throng-: igjons «f 4ii8 
own bright creation, affords us on our, wiy. tho moafe ahJiglrtftil 
amusement, and surrounds uswift aaoene. of themoatflnciuMMiBg 
diTenity and beauty. 

JJoED Btron was essentialiy a Poet in every snaninff of ^Ihe 
word. In the journal of laa life, we find-himdmnig^lho -daya of 
his boyhood wandering along the hills of Scotia,; indnlgiag Ms 
dawning intellect in all the fedings wluch 4Mr cload««a|it awMsn^ 
tains, and romantic glens could draw fcHth. At mora, hi liaiiliiy 
Phoebus as he gives the reins to his coursers, chasing the misty 
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vspounfrom Iheir towering summitB; — at noon, aportiag on llie 
bosom of wme lake, managing bis sligbt skilT wiib all tlia power 
at jrouLhful ncdvjty and art of more eipcricnced BeBuianship; — 
at eve, climbing the craggjr sleep of his favourite " Loeb nj, Gar," 
and bidding a farewell to the glory of the sun, and the expiring 
smiles vrhich the face of Nature reSected. These things, witli a 
mind iKim to the admiration of such scenes, and alive to their itii- 
preasions, kindled the lire of that Genius, where a shrine wns al- 
ready formed by nature for its adoration. Associating himself 
thus to these roTcaotic pastimes, — educated in all tbe accumpUsh- 
meuu of clsasicBl literature, — awakened to the beauties of the 
mythological world, in the perusal of tbe vnrluu^ works of ancient 
fluthors,^horu to the ennobled rank of a patrician, and enjoying 
a handsome patrimony of tbrtune, thus, endowed with all Ibat 
could tend to lead on bis young mind once tempted in the alluring 
patlis of Poesy, — every thing conspired to that alCaininent which 
his future labours gained, and to that immortal fame which his IS- 
lonisliing genius deserves. It was thus that Nature assisted by Science 
raised the glorious fabric- work of his talent,— susceptibility of im- 
pression — intensity of feeling, — energy of intellect,— ^■ullivati on of 
mind, and a glowing admiration of all Ibat is sublime, — beautiful 
and affecting, — combined with the freedom he enjoyed, and tbe in- 
dependence be possessed, matured that genius nhidi the world has 
admired, and which baa rendered hizn so celebrated. At the com- 
mencement of his literary career. Criticism attacked him on his path, 
and outstretched its relentless band to crush bim, but with the da- 
ring of a dauntless mind, he raised the weapon of defence, and ter- 
minated the contest in tbe repulse of his hostile opponent. 

It would be Qi'xt to impossibility, to collect, and contrast the di- 
versity of opiniooB wbieb have been expressed respecdng the works 
of tZiis great man, all however allow tbe gigantic powers of bis 
nalnd, — it is dierefore to tbe use to n-hich they were applied that so 
much dilfcrenca has been displayed. 



low 
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(lie genvrnl aim tiia been to lead In good, and deter fro 
two mcLtiodB may be to applied,— tfant of pourtrnyLng vi 
higbe*t state of pertection lo emulDle to JU cxnniplc, of deplctiof 
lice in i(9 moat loathsome coloun to warn by its depraviiy and hb 
^ deouiDcsi ; — ■ uini at his prayer*, or a felon on the | 
, bolb be repivsented to our aympatbifed or appalled 
baving Ibe lamc object Cot attaiometit by sbewiug that we ' 
imitate the one, and abhor the other. 

Loiiii Btion, however ba> taken the intermediate pall 
paurfmyiKl man as he is, and not as be ought to be ; — He boa 
Tor his heroes, — beings imperTect and inchned to err, and bu da^ 
picted them, neither all goodness nor all evil, no 
to extenuate their faults. — Let us search the world, and wbere mit 
not dross be found snudsl Ibe most taluable ore. It would alnu 
apprar, — that by speaking slern truths, and moralizing on thinj 
as they are, that man looking on the min-or which reflected bim 
lie is, drew back, aS'rightcd with liis own shadow, and -vented I 
reproach upon the thing which displayed bo correct an image 
tiimself ; — but the mind of Bf rdh was not lo be jntimidaied, — I 
■tilt kept on in his resolute undertaking, and although like the rest it 
mankind, be has erred (which he evidently knew and ciniresacd,^ 
be continued to the last, the same infieiihie being in his opintoov 
and actions, — overpowering by his language, nhicb ino«tfrequenlJ|" 
contained an unquestionable judgment. His ideas of religion, 
politics were not perhaps, exactly conformed, lo tbe opinions dr 
the many ; — he did not lly into the doctrines of inflamed bigoBTit, 
or despotic paver, — but as toleration in faith, is the true idea irbi 
every liberal mind ought to possess, and which is the ordeal alu 
of OUT own Boul, webbould not be tuo hasty in judging of olhosj 
for, if tver tliere was aaoet, who, in bis writings, expressed in i>r 
powering brilliancy of language, the most beautiful descripdoiu 
inanimate nature ; who embodied himself witli the ^erj —•jm n 
■ntal he pourtrayed,— who coaverled bis soul into tfae breatlu 
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nee of wards, in those sublime paiatings of lila imagination, 
and gave nature its true colouring of beauty and grace, — ic is Bv- 
KOM. — Look 10 hia Childe Harold, tUat roaster-piece of his talent, 
particularly (he IJid and 4tb Cantm ; — at every page, Reason glona 
enraptured at the effusions of his spirited muse, — and enamoured 
by the fair form and attractive eharms of Fancy, is hurried on at 
each glimpse more enticingly, and expresses itself oaptiTBteil in 

With regard to the uses, — abuses, or systems of governmsnt, 
they are as various as those of Faitli ;— it is not however, because 
we difibr from another, that we should declare our owu infallibility 
of judgment, and their perverted, and misconc^ved opinions. The 
greatest shade in the character uf Loan Bvkon, was his want i]f 
nationalitj, and applying in some instances a caustic lo irritate the 
sore, rather than a balsam to heal the wound. During the glorious 
struggle of the Spam'jh war, when England was sliaining emy 
nerve in die contest, we find him in tlie 1st Canto of his Childe 
Harold, {which he wrote at that period, expressing himself thus :—^ 

" TbcftK, thcvlcUni,aad the fond all; 

" That Bghti for nUr^but eter Sg)il> ia vain. 



H Here he makes no d'scrimi nation, — despotism, or devotion, — 
Wirder or martyrdom, all are otnossed in one sweeping denuncia- 
tion j tbi« is unmanly and inglorious; — Again, in the preface lo 
the 4th Canto, be designates the victory of Waterloo, as " the car- 
nage of Mount St. Jean,— and of bacchanal songs in exulting roar 
yelled fortli from Ihri London Taverns," — Had the power of Na- 
poleon extended itself 50 fer, as at last lo have invaded Britain with 
success, 1 am confident that no man would have lamented the fa- 
tality of sudi a circumstance more than his Lordship, and yel lie 
could deride her dauntless courage, and satirise her greatness.— 
Whatever may have been the motives of ■ government in declaring 
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such, or fucb a tyitein of policy,->liere w«is a cbbrd struck wfaidi 
oould not fail to jar on the feelings of almost every BritOB,-»where 
the bMt heart's blood of the land was engaged in the contest, and 
became Tictorious,— a patriotic burst of joy would have been the 
most natural sensation ;«-it was the successful valour of country- 
xnen over the oppressive machinations of a relentless foe. — If Loed 
Btbov looktd upon all mankind alike, and owned no other tie, 
than that of common fellowship, we must pardon the feelings be 
evinced on these occasions;— but, there is something in the name 
of ** Country/*— its hearths, and its home, which we must 8p.y, 
should pervade the breasts of all,— and cannot help supporing that 
there must be somethiag wrong or perverted, when no association 
of kin, — parentage or birth-place can hallow in heart and memory, 
the blessings of such ties, and the warm feelings they should pro- 
duce, and that when success attends, and prosperity crowns their 
efforts, that the soul should not awaken its loudest anthem of praise 
and glow, with the proudest and purest fervour of enthusiasm.— t 



But, 



" Men's evil manners live in brass, 
'* Their virtues we write in water ;'• 



for although candour may require of Truth such a sentiment in 
summing up the general estimate of opinion, let us turn to the fairer 
side of the picture, and behold the bard in his sublime and tran- 
scendant passages, and lastly, in his noble example, and devoted* 
ness in tlie cause of renowned Greece, 

It cannot be disputed, that Lord BmoK possessed every advan- 
tage from his rank and fortune, in nourishing his particular talent 
for Poetry ;— if one spot was uncongenial to his feelings, or irk- 
some to his Muse, from want of variety, his name and wealth were 
passports every where, — " he had the passion and the power to 
roam,'* as he himself hath expressed, and consequently wandered 
from clime to clime, from hill-top to hill-top, and from tower to 
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tower, in search of all that is sublime raTcantJc, and beaatirul. — 
He caught up the passing scene to his imaginattoa, vHth the im. 
pasuoned band of natural grace, and from his peculiar opinions of 
mankind in geoeral, mixed up l]ie portrait wiili poiverful traits of 
originai thought, and overHowing descripiiona of the most Enchant- 
ing scenpry. 

To judge truly of poetical merit, is much more difficult than to 
judge of any other style of composition, — vividness of inugination, 
and susceptibility of sentiment, joined to a disposition for llie ro. 
mantic and suhlime, ate required lo draw a just conclusion of tlia 

ders, not being able perfectly to comprehend the language and 

pressed, — that the general terra of " Poet," is in many instances 
ridiculed by those persons, who, not being able to discriminate be- 
tween good and bad verse, lay the brand oT censure on the whole 
tribe of versifiers. Originality of style, and depth of eentiroent, is 
the main-spring of the Muses, and Loan Btkon possessed lliis be- 
yond all dispute ; — he struck out a new path for his inspirations, 
and although like Pbaeton, be nay have caused a conflagration, he 
must be allowed (o share the celebracy of so doing. 

It is in vain to attempt to curb Genius by the rules of art, or to 
direct it by the common established lawa of Stience,— it will, by ila 
very essence, strike out a new course. The learned Dr Johnson 
said, tlist no man could be great by imitation, so itis, that origins.. 
lity is the first indication of Ceniujt. It should not even apiiroadi 
any former track, or it will be immediately beset by a host of critics 
who, arrayed as a patrole guarding (he high-way of literature, will 
tax it with predatory inroad and intention. The path which our 
noble author pursued, was one, endrely of bis own conception, and 
although be has not taken (he highest gradation approaching to mo- 
ral perfection, to display the attributes of human character, be hoi 
nererthelesa, (too true be it said) laid open the recesses of the hu- 
man lieart most minutely to the perception, and has used his inlel . 
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lectual microKOpe lo point out the defDnnities, as well as ibe UeoU- 
IIm of am nilure, — thus, the reason in virae measure, yib] bis 
.writings bavc been sa laughi atter and read, ii, thul he fau de- 
'Kribcd tomelhing which we have fell in our own breasts, now 
dathed in all the richest, or most energetic language, and csrniing 
iMnfictian lo Torriblj to ihe mind, that alcliough we lufe Dot the 
,<Widour to acknowledge openly, yet have the sense to feel within 
(It, the truth of the censure he bss brought home in so direct > 
manner to our corrupt hearts ; — for it inusi ever bo acknowledged 
(bat, although be hu not extolled man as a being, of Ihe purest 
MDlimeuts, feelingn, and actions, — he has alnayi in his glowing de- 
tO'iptions of inanimate nature, wliether his mind dwelt oa the 
bcavent with its host of irrodtalcd stars, — on iheunfathamedocQin 
irilh ill yeut of waves, or on the revivified Earth, with i(a ena- 
■ Owlled garb of beauliTul verdure and flowers, shown that adoration 
of the Creator's trorks, where incorruption could not put on a loath. 
MHue corering to deforrq thf t*^Uty of in sjritenL 

Where %a manji beauties abouod throughout bis compositioni, 
DO limiled nuniber of extracts could display bis excellence ; it ii 
however on his Childe Harold, and those beautUHil Tales, which ha 
has produced to tbe world, that the splendid fabric of hia literary 
fame must rest. His Plays are inferior in composition, and al- 
thou^ he has told us th^t his Dramas were never written (br re- 
presentation, yet the embodying of chanctei in all, wanta that 
marked stamp about it, which is bo conspicuous in Shakespeare, 
and our fint dramatic autliors. Be this as it may, — his DBtnemust 
ever stand ennobled on the gorgeous tablet of Fame, surpassed by 
few in the stern grandeur and glowing fancy of hia Muse, and 
when ages have passed on, and future generations succeeded lo the 
temporary dominion of the world's judgment, such aa the names 
of Shakespeare, Milton, Dryden, and Spencer, will ^pear the not 
less immortal memory of BvaoN. 
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To Greece, the land of his first Sjrmpathies, and latest sighs, — 
whose former glories kindled the warmest inspiration of his Muse, 
and whose re-awakened energies, led him to join his fortunes in the 
contest for her fame and freedom: — To that shore of heroes, and 
of sages, where the proud temples of her gods stand in venerable 
majesty as the monuments of her greatness, — behold his spirit flew, 
—and in that crusade for Liberty, animating by his dauntless mind, 
and assisting with his fortune,— Fate, envious of his renown, 
snatdied him from the temporal grandeur of this life's triumphs, 
whilst Glory hallowed that which he had already accomplished for 
Immortality, on the imperishable shrine of recorded Genius and 
Magnanimity. 



I 



I. 

Gknius of Poesy, whose spell sublime, 

Instill'd its powers, «^lUe in Bvs.a-s'a breaat. 

Must eartUy Hope, now gaze in vain on Time, 
And nionm thy favourite in his silent rest f 

II. 
8«rj oh, ye Muses, — where can Sorrow fly. 

Seeking for solace, 'midst those sounds of grief ^ 
Around Parnassus, every tearful eye. 

Bespeaks affliction which has no relid'. 

III. 
Alas,— that hand is still,— that heart is cold. 

That breast once Rowing with PrometheBU fire, 
Lies in the grave, — the bitter tale is told. 

And Echo slumbers o'er his silent lyre. 



17. 
That voice no more its briUiont straiii Buppliei 

That spirit's Bed, — which could euch notes n 
And left to Memory the regrets which rise. 

In pondering o'er that soul-inspiring verse t 



Offspring of Poesy, — the mighty pride 
Of all thnt speech oould kindle into praise, 

Wlofle pulished song has almost deilied 
Thy broB-, encircled with immortal bays : 

VI. 
Tho' Envy hurl'd its deeply venom'd dart. 
And FoQy railed, and Dullnem groan'd its ire, 
. Whose fangs were all directed 'gainst a heart 

Where Genius shone, with all whidi could in^r 

vri. 

Fame has its foes ; — 'tis in the wilful &ta 

Of petty man, his enmity to blend. 
And strive to level greatness to Uie state. 
Which hii weak reason can bnt mmisrelund; 
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VIII. 

But like tbe proudly soaring eagle there^ 

Which sweeps around the heaven-encircled dome^ 

Thy spirit rose triumphant thro' the air^ 
The eurth^ its craddle^ — ^but the sky its home. 

IX. 
Lord of the tuneful lyre, — ^to whose command 

The god of Poesy, with generous will. 
Entrusted all the secrets of his wand. 

To charm mankind with more than mortal skill ; 

X. 

Lo ! — Grandeur came obedient to thy nod. 
Sublimely beautiful, and swept along. 

Whilst Fancy, following in the steps it trod. 
Gave grace, with solemn music to thy song. 

XI. 

Whether, upon those classic shores of old. 

Where Scio's bard sang of the Dardan boy. 

And Ilium's tale sublimely sorrow'd, — ^told, — 

How Helen's beauty, was the fall of Troy : 



{ 




xn. 



her npon that land not leas renowned 
T9 Rome's etem Epirit call'd the world to nrn 
i » td mankind with Freedom's mighty Eound 
"berties, as of her ch»niu: 



Xttt. 




XIV. 

On each thy Muse with innpirstion bright, 
Pour'd aU the ineease of its g«neroiu praiae. 

And led by brilliant Fanry in it« flight, 
Hallow'd each aptA in thy enchsnting Uy* ! 

XV. 
But inch ie FateVer all that once hath be«n, 

Kdding tha eonl at length aigfa forth Farewell, 
When with ita awM hand it ahuta the acene, 

And learea na tremUiog at the ac^emn knell. 



XVI. 
And thus when Geniiia dies, — a thousand lips. 

And lingering hearts, — betoken ail their woe. 
As life's last ray of Glory, in eclipse. 

Leaves a desponding world to tnoom below !, 
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XVII. 

And ia " self-exil'd Harold" then no more. 
And h&th he kiss'd the dust, — the general doom ? 

The tears of Genius moisten every shore. 

And mourn in sorrow o'er the pilgrim's tomh. 

XVIII. 
That brilliant star, so radiantly on high, 

WMch long had kindled admiration's glance, 
IlliiTiiininp the realms of Poesy, 

Hath waned, and left us in dejection's trance. 
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XIX. 

Yet upon Harold's tomb must Memory long 
Four all the tributes of immortal fame. 

Whilst proud Parnassus, to the child of song. 
Shall blend his greatness, with each honour'd 



w — n 

_ XX. ^1 

There may some Conrad's heart, with grief oppreet. 
Humbled to softoees, mourn his timeless bier, — 

Anil B])irite like hia sweet Medora's breast, 
Speuk all their sorrow in each triokling tear. 



XXI. 

Ami lliou, — oh Heiloa, — to whose shrines adored 
The pilgrim flew, with generous reliefj — 

Dictating Honour at thy counsel board. 

Or leadinR on to fombat, as thy chief: — -^H| 

XXII. 
How must tium mourD, — the warrior, aagej and bard, — 

Ob) when bid sorrow's heart-felt wailings cease ? — 
He,— who in Freedom's cause gain'd Fame'e reward. 

And gave his love, — bis lyre, and life to Greece. 
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